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9 Was almoſt of the Mind to ſnd ont 
" ES his Book without the Ceremony of a 
Preface, but for one Reaſon, that 
males a Page or two neceſſary. I 
have obſerv d that People, whenever they are 
pleas'd, loue to knxw who it is has contributed to 
their Pleaſure : and this Thought, in ſome mea- 
ſare, oblig d me to give a ſhort Account of Dr. 
KXENRICK, whoſe Poſthumons Pieces, together 
with thoſe of Mr. HALL and Mr. Wa Ls H, make 
a conſiderable Part of this Collection. As for 
'he Two Latter, they are well kno wn to the pre- 


A 2 fſent 


iv PREFACE. 


faut Age; the One having been an Organiſt of He- 
i reford, and in much Eſteem for his MujicalCon: 
| Poſitions; the Other, a Gentleman of Fortune, who 
Das already diſtinguiſh'd himſelf in Poetry, and 
been congratulated for his happ, 4 * f 
that kind. 
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Dr. Kenr ick tack his Degrees both in Divinity 
and Phyſick, and being a Perſon of Vivacity and 
Wit, entertain'd his Leiſure Hours in Poctical 
Compoſitions. His Taleuts ſeem equal in Panegy- 

dien Satirc, aud Lyric: : There is a Fire and Spright. 
lneſs of Think ig <obich runs thro all his Copies, 
and to this, perhaps, he ow'd that haſte in his 
Writmg, which made him ſometimes negligent of 
Harmony bath in Rhymes ana Numbers. 


There are ſeveral G Names of Note 
who furmſh'd other Parts in this Collection, (and 
whoſe Character might give a check to any Over. 

+ 2 freedom in Cenſure) that might be added, but that 

Fi. J am not at Liberty to inſert them; ſome of them 

. being in too high a Station of Life, and others 

4 having ſince oblig d themſelves to ſeverer Studies. 


= to M. ſcellamies in general, I lool upon them 
7; Uſe, both d Ya regard to the Diverſim off the 
Reaaers, 


then 
of: the 


aders, 


PREFACE y 


Readers, and as they are &. tore-houſes to preſerye 
elegant Compoſitions, that otherwiſe would dwindle 
away in Obſcurity. I hope, as This ſucceeds, c the 
Men of Retirement and Modeſty will convey to 
me their dormant Treaſures, and not bluſh any 
longer to be admir d in Publick. It has bern my 
ronſtant Opinion, that there are now, und have 
been, as good Verſes ſtifled thro Diffideite, and 


ſo loſt to the World, as yet have been Publ. ſh 4. 


If any Stock of theſe latent Fewels come in, I may 
be encourag d to furni ſh out a Second Miſcellany tu 
more Advantage and Sati faction, both of my ſelf; 
and my Readers. 
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Hero and Leander of Mus æ us. 


HE Apologies, which I ſhall make 
tor re- tranſlating the following 
Poem, which has already ap- 
ear d above four times in : & 

Engliſh of as many different Poets, lie in 

a very narrow Compals. In ſhort, Every 
one, who has attempted it, has not Tranſla- 
ted it, but rather taken the Liberty of ma- 
king a Modern Paraphraſe. There are cer- 
tain Peculiarities in the Turn of Thought 
and Expreſſion of every Writer, which if 
he, that meddles with him, does not preſerve 
and imitate, he cannot be ſaid to Tranſlate 
his Author, but build a New Poem on his 
bottom. „ 


5 b 4 I had 


f . 
3 


Ess Ax on the _ H. 
1 had ſcarce mention d This, but chat 
Iam to account to my meer Engliſo Rea- 
ders. for the Number of compound Epithets 
they will meet with in this little Piece: It 
may look like an Affectation of Pomp, which 
might have been ſpar d, to Thoſe, who do 
not know that ſuch Epithets, and a parti. 
cular Tenderneſs that runs through the whole, 
are the diſtinguiſhing Characters of the Ori- 
ginal. Whether the Greek Poem be as Old 
as it is pretended, it was certainly deſign d 
to be thought as Old; and Compound Epi- 
thets were the darling Labour of thoſe Times, 
as is plain to obſerve from ten thouſand In- 
ſtances in Homer, Heſiod, Pmdar, and in 
Aſchylus, particularly, among the Tragrcks. 
Ir has been the Ill-Nature, or Artifice, 
of a few late Centuries, where they have 
found any thing Excellent, to endeavour 
to bring it down as near as might be to 
their own Times, and utterly to diſallow 
its being Antique or Genuine. This is the 
very Caſe with our Hero and Leander; they 7 
will not have it to be the Work of that Old Nef 
Poct, the Succeſſor, if not Son, of Orpheus; The 
but of ſome more Modern Grammatical Au- N 
ſeus, who wrote pretty low within the Pe- of 
riod of Chriſtianity. _ — -8 


Hero and Leander of Muſæus. 


I confels I am not able to enter upon 
any Deciſion of this diſputed Point; and 
[am very willing to decline the Pedantry 
of amaſſing, all the Authorities and Opini- 
ons, which I could produce, that labour 
either to ſubvert or ſupport the Antiquity 
of our Author. But as I am pretty confi- 
dent he is not ſo Modern as ſome Cavillers 
would pretend him, 1 hope, I ſhall be par- 
don d for employing two or three Pages on 
the Queſtion; and Ill endeavour in Requi- 
al, to be as little tedious upon this Head, as 
1 Piece of Chronological Criticiſm will al- 
low. 
THz Objection, which is of the great- 
elt Weight with me againſt the Antiquity 
of this Poem, is what a Great Man in Cri- 
ical Learning made againſt the Epiſtles of 
Phalaris, the Silence and Pretermiſſion of Au- 
thors during a long Series of Ages. We can 
carce preſume the whole Sett of GrecianWri- 


ters ſhould be Strangers to ſuch a performance 
of Muſeus ; or if they were not, that none 


of them all ſhould take any Notice of it. 
The Books, from which I ſhould have ex- 
p:cted moſt Certainty in this Point, are thoſe 
of Stobeus, Athenæus, and Pauſanias; but 


the 


Es SAY on the 


the Two Firſt, who are made up with Col. 
lections from the Old Greek Poets, have not 
one Quotation from Muſæus; and the Laſt, 
who produces ſome Fragments attributed to 
Muſæus, ſays in expreſs Terms, that there was 
Nothing extant which could certainly be aſ- 
ſcrib d to Muſæus, but his Hymn on Ceres: 
And he is of Opinion, that the other Pieces 
which paſs d under his Name, were wrote by 
Onomacritus, whom Voſſius and ſome others 
have likewiſe complimented with thoſe Co- 
pies, that vulgarly are aſcrib'd to Orpheus. 


Iam ſorry we have no Accaunts from 


which we can aſcertain what thoſe Remains 
were, that are hinted at by Pauſanias, and 
which were old enough to be father d upon 
Onomacritus; E o he was ſeven hun- 
dred Years Younger than the Old Muſcens, 
and liv d in the time of Hipparchus the Son 
of Piſiſtratus; by this Account he flouriſt'd 
above five hundred and fifty Years before 
the Period of Chriſtianity. 5 
Ix this Poem then (tho' we have no 
Teſtimony of its being ſo ) may be ſup- 
pos'd Qne of thoſe Remains, it would de- 


teat a oreat Number of Opinions ſtarted 


by our Modern Criticks, who labour to 
drag 


He 
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fag it down fo much nearer to our own 
Times, even as low as the Fifth Century 
of our Chriſtian Ara; and will have it, thar 


our Author has borrow'd very largely from 


the Dionyſiacs of Nonnus, who liy'd about 
that Time. 5 EE 
THE Perſons, who firſt (at leaſt to my 


19 broach d this Conjecture, are 


1 Cauſa on, and Daniel Paræus; the latter, I 
think, a German; and I may venture to ſay, 


the meaneſt of Commentators. He has writ © 


2 palrry Commentary on this Poem, in 
which he very frequently quotes ſome Ver- 
les of Nomus, where Two Words, perhaps, 
together correſpond with Terms uſed by our 
Author. I muſt confeſs, I yet want a bet- 
ter Argument to convince me, that g here- 
fore our Poem was almoſt wholly borrow d 
from the Dionyſiacs. > = 

I could oppoſe the Authorities of Sca- 
ler, Heinſius, and ſeveral other Criticks of 
equal Weight, who would all be unwilling to 
low this Poem ſo Modern as to be {toln 
from Nomus; But this is a Task which I 


have promis d to decline, and which bes 
longs to the Pen of one better skilld in, 


and better pleas'd with, Controverſy. There 
are 


look upon Greek to have ſuch a certain 
Mark in its Mouth, that they can preciſe. 


would any one think it of Moment enough 


ons to this very Poem. I am ſure it was 


Es sSAT on the 


are Criticks in the World, I know, whs 


ly determine upon the Age of any Com. 
poſition in that Language. For my own 
Part, I confeſs my ſelf a Novice in theſe 
Niceties; and therefore deſign to let the Mat. 
ter reſt barely upon the Foot of Probability. 

I ſhall not beg the Queſtion, in ſaying, 
that the Story of Hero and Leander was ver 
well known before the Auguſtan Age; and 
I dare ſay, it would be no very hard Task, 


ro enquire into, to prove that Ovid himfelh 
in his Epiſtles from theſe Lovers, has been 
beholden for ſome Thoughts and Expreſſi- 


the Opinion of no worſe a Judge than“ 


Aldus two Centuries ago. But I am ſenſible for 


the Contrary may be ſuggeſted, that our I * 

Author rather is a Borrower from Ovid, and he 

thereforel ſhall advance one moreSuggeſtion. Lo 
Pomponius Mela, a Writer who flouriſh'd Le 

in the Reign of Auguſtus, ſpeaking of Aby- Ve 

dos and Seſtos, has theſe Words x Abydos wi 
: . 


In his Preface to Miiſaus's Hero and Leander, publiſh'd at Paris 
by Chriſtianus Wechelus, in the Year 1548. | 
* De ſitu Orbis. J. 1. cap. 19. Ibid. I. 2. cap. 2. 
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Hero and Leander of Muſzus. 
nagm quondan amoris commercio inſignis eſt. 
And in another Place, Eff &. Abydo ob- 
jacens Seltos, Leandri amore pernobilis. Very 
gy J believe, can think, thata Grave Wri- 
ter in a Geographical Deſcription could count 
thoſe Towns ſufficiently ſignaliz d by the 
paſſion of Leander, barely from two amo- 
ous Epiſtles, the Fiction of a Poet his Con- 
temporary. It is evident then, as I have 
before hinted, chat the Story of this Amour 
vas well known without the Help of Ov. 
Now, this being granted, ſurely it cannot 
be ſuppos d that this Knowledge was deriv d 
to them merely by Tradition; but it muſt 
be allowed, that they ow d it to the written 
Authority of ſome ancient Author, whe- 
ther to Muſæus or no, is the Queſtion. 
Tam almoſt perſuaded, in my Eſteem 
for this Favourite little Piece, that Vrgil too 
was not unacquainted with this Poem. Where 
he is ſpeaking of the prodigious Force of 
Love, he throws us in the very Inſtance of 
Leander; and there are Circumſtances in his 
Verſes, particularly as to the Death of Hero, 
which exactly ſuit with the Account given 
by our Muſæus. Quid 
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* Od Fuvents, magnum cui verſat i n 
DX — ? e — 
Notte natat caca ſerus freta: quem ſuper ingen: 
Porta tonat cali, & ſcopulis mliſa reclamant 
eEquora; nec miſert poſſunt revocare parentes,-.* 
Nec moritura ſuper crudeli funere Virgo. 2. 
I have but one thing more to obſerve, and 
I have done with Conjectures. Virgil did 
not learn the fatal Iſſue of this Amour from 
his Converſation with Ovid; nor has the La. 
ter, as I remember, ſo much as hinted at it 
in any of his Works: Beſides, that the 
| Georgics, we know were finiſh'd in the Yea 
Rom. Cond. 7 24. Ovid was Born in the Ye 
Rom. Cond.7 1 1, ſo that reckoning incluſive. 
ly, Ovid could be but 14 Years old, when 
Virgil had finiſh'd that Part of his Poetry. 
I may be thought, perhaps, on Account 
of this Eſſay, and what I laſt Year. wrote 
to prove that Shakeſpear was converſant wich 
the Greet Writers, fond of combating gene 
ral Opinion; but I declare, I am far from 
harbouring any ſuch Oſtentation; and aso 


what I have here ſuggeſted concerning Mit 


ferns, tho IT ſhould be laugh'd at for it by 
Some, I have ar leaſt the SarisfaCtion in this 
Point to be miſtaken in Good Company: 


H! 


* Georgic. 3: carm. 258, (Fc. 
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By Mr. THEGBALD. 


The ARG UM E N T. 


HERO, was the Prieſteſs of Venus, in the Town 
of Seſtos; at the Annual Feſtival, in Honour 
of that Goddeſs and Adonis, the People met 
from all the adjacent Plates: Among the reſt 
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8 RIGINAL 
came Leander, 4 Youth of Abyde you. 4 Tk 


which lay on the Shove, | 70 Seſtos. th, 
 firuck with the Beamy of Hero, watel'd Vis 
Opportunity to F her, an enn by 


Sat. Tt was netefary 42 

be ſecret, and on this Account he was obligd 
every Night to ſwim over the Helleſpont % 
her E mbraces : She, on her Part, agreed to 
hang out a Light for his Direction, from tbr 
Top of the Tower, where, as ſhe inform d hin, 
her Apartment WES, |. 


— vl. 


ING, Goddels the night! blazing T apet's 
(Fame, 


The Spy and Wits of a covert Flame; 
That ſaw the Lover croſs the ſilent Stream, 
To act his Nuptials by the Moon's pale Beam; 
Nuptials, intrufted to the darkſome'Sky, 
And undiſcoverd by the Morning's Eye : 
Abydos ſing, and Seſtos tow ry Height, 

| Where Hero reap'd Love s Joys at Dead of Night. 


cc Vetle 


POEMS, & 3 
« Verſe can a-new each long-loſt Image raiſe, 2 
1 oe Leander ſwim, the Taper blaze; 
The Taper, that foretold Love's Gueſt at hand, 
That grac d the Midnight Heros Nuptial Band; 
The Tapet, the bright Hatbinger of Love, 
Which, its ſweet Office done, ÆSthereal Fove 
| Ought to have rank d withKnots of Stars aboye 39. 
And there have call'd its new diſtinguiſh'd Fire, Sf 
The Bride-adorning Star of gay Deßhr. 
Since, Cer the Wind too roughly gan to blow, 


To Love-Concerns it miniſtred below ; 
Lighted the Lover to the wiſhing Fair, 
And kept the Secrets of the wakeful Pair. 


Bur on, my Muſe; and help thy Bard relate, 
From one diſaſtrous Cauſe, a double Fate ; 

How the rude Winds quench'd by theirhoſtile Strife 
Night. 
« Vetl 


Taper's Fire, and poor Zeander's Lite. 


AH THERE 


© 
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Wi THERE Seſtos ſtood, and fam'd Abydos here; 


4 Both to the Sea, and to each other near: 


So near, that Cupid to the diff rent Shore, 

And either T own, difpatch'd Que Arrow Oer; 
The Shaft a Youth and Virgin's Breaſt inflam d, 
Leander He, and She bright Hero, nam d; 
Seſtos her Birth, and his Abydos, claim d. 
Alike in Form the blooming Couple ſhone, 
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Each were the reigning Stars of either Town. 
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STRANGER, if Cer You to that Coaſt repair, 
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| Look out, and view a certain Turret there; 
Thence Hero held the Taper, when ſhe ſtood 

| Leander's Convoy oer the darkſom F lood. 

| i Here Old Abydos, and her wave-beat Shore 

ht Still the Youth's Death and hapleſs Love deplore. | 


But 
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But whence could He, who dwelt hin the 
(Main, 


Seek Hero's Love, or her with Love enchain Ml. 


ere; 


Tux graceful Hero, ſprung from gen rous Linc, 
As Ve enus Prieſteſs tended at her Shrine : 


Divorc'd from Friends the Nuptial Joy unfelt, 


Cloſe by the Sea in lonely Tow'r She wen 5 
Herſelf another Venus ! Bk ſo wiſe 
In Conduct, and of Character o nice, 


Neer She her Sex's Mectings would frequent, 
epair, Ne er to the Dance, that youthful Pleaſure, went: 
| Bur aw 'd by the cenſorious babbling Throng, | 
od She fear d the Malice of a Female Tongue 3 -_ 
(For Women, whoſe chicf Pride 1 15 Beauty 5 Grace, 
Are ever envious of a rival Face: ) 
lore. The Queen of Love to pleaſe was all her Care, | 


And oft, with Sacrifice and ſoothing Pray'r, 


Put | _ * : She 
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Thy Godhead, Cupid, and thy Wrath declind: 


— — 
. 


2 — ws, rn . 


She to the Heav'nly Mother's Worſhip join d 


With trembling Awe thy fiery Shafts rever d, 
But ſcap d not ſo the fiery Shaft ſhe fear d. 


Ar Seſtos now came on the ſolemn Day, 
Which they to Venus and Adonis pay : 
Joyous, the ſacred Feſtival they crown'd ; 

And flock'd in Heaps from all the Iſles b 
Some from Hemonia's flow ry Banks deſcend, 
And Sea-girt C yprus does her Thouſands lend: 
Not one gay Damſel of them all remains 

To grace, Cythera, thy unpeopled Plains : 

The dancing Tribe, that once were usd to play 
On Spicy Libanus, now flock away. nd] 

All Phrzg:a's Inmates, and thy Neighb'ri ring Town 


Abydos, to the x gen ral Pomp go down; 


Each 


mg — — "WE 


id, 


"OWN, 


Each 


| Sherifes on the gloomy Cheek of Night. 


Bright as the Roſe's intermingled Dye. 


So Was the Purpfe checker d with the Snow, 


And court the Preſſure of her lovely Fect. 
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Each amorous Youth, that boaſts a Heart inflam'd; 
For They {till follow, when a Feaſt is nam d: 
Nor to the Gods with half the Zcal repair, 

As to Aſſemblies of the Young and Fair. 


Wirn aweful Steps now bending toward the 


(Shrine, 
The Virgin Prieſt Na the Rites Divine; 
Kindling in Charms, with Grace around ſhe throws 
Her glitt ring Eyes, and lightens as ſhe goes. 


Fair as the Moon, when with her Silver Light 


Vermilion Bluſhes glow bencath her Eye, 


That Roſes ſeem'd o'er all her Limbs to grow : 


Still as She reads, her Steps freſh Roſes meet, 
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Falſely, of Old, the doting Worlds Decres W. 


| Coriin'd tlic Grares to the Number Three : 
Numbers of Graces Heros Form ſurround, Th 

And evry Look, and ev'ry Motion, crown'd : 
If She but mid, you might at once deſcry 
An Hundred ſparkle | in onc laughing Eyc. i 
In Charms ſo almoſt equal, all confeſt " 
'T hat worthy of the Goddeſs was the Prieſt : _ 0 
So far her Beauties the whole Sex out. ſhine, 0 
She ſeemd a Goddchs, and of Race Divine. ec 
No Youth beheld her, bur his conſcious Soul « 
Felt her Attractions all his Pow rs controul. : 
No Heart more ſtern, and leſs to Lore iaclind, 4 

But in one W iſh to claſp bright Hero j join d: « 
Careleſs Oer all the fair-builr Dome ſhe roves, 0 


And Eyes and Hearts purſue, where er ſhe moves: ill « 


cc 


(C 


” Whi 
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While one charmed Youth, more amorous than 
(the reſt, 3 


Thus breath d the Tranſporrs0 1 his Lore ft Breaſt. 


ö | i | 
% Jparta I've ſeen, and Lacedæmon s Town, 3 [ | 


2 « Where My claims the Prize, and chief Re- ! | 


„But neter till now beheld I one ſo fair, 


A Face ſo beauteous, and ſo ſweet an Air: 


1 perhaps a Grace is hid beneath this Maid, 5 


In Beauty, and the Bloom of Youth, array d. 
« She tires my Sight's too weak and aking Rays, 
And yet, unſatisfy'd, I'm forc'd to gaze. 
C Strike me, Some unforeſeen Diſaſter, dead, 
Might I but firſt aſcend fair Hero's Bed! 


—— ———— — — — ——— 


Gods ſhould, unrivald, in their Heav ns abide, 


Had I but lovely Hero for my Bride ! 
* Or, if tis Sin thy Prieſteſs to prefer, 


Give me, atleaſt, O . One like Her. 
THUS 


to ORIGINAL 

: TH US ſpoke the Youth, while Others all around 
Ragd with Deſire, but hid the feſtring Wound: 
Not ſo, Leander, O hard-fated Boy, 

Would't Thou thy Peace with ſecret Pangs deſtroy 
Snon as the glorious Virgin you ſurvey, 

At once the fiery Paſſion made its Way : 
Scorch d to the Soul, thou didit diſdain thy Lit, 
Unleſs with charming Hero ſor thy Wife. 

At once his Eye-ball kindled with Peſire, 

And his Heart bqil'd with the reſiſtlęſs Fire: 
For Beauty, when tis perfect, moves a Pace, 
Out: Aripping far the featherd Arrow's Race :\ 
The Eye its Paſſage; and from thence te Dart 
Glides to the Breaſt, and rankles in the Heart. 
Shame and Amazement now the Youth furprize, 
Now Fear, now Reſolution fills his Eyes; 


Un 
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Uauſaal Tremblings all his Heart invade, | {| 
And potent Shame a ſtrong · bound Captive made. a 
Awad, he confeſt her Beauty, and hie Flame; 


round 


und: 


But Love peevail'd to diſpoſſeſs his Shame. 


cſtroy; Thence grown reſoly'd, thence taught th Aſſault to 


(try, 


Gently he ſtole, and ſtood baſs her Eye. 


Full many a ſide- long artful Glance he threw, 


Life, 
And with dumb Nods invites the Virgin's View : 
Soon as the Maid his wily Paſlion found, 

She bleſsd her Charms, and triumph'd in his Wound. 
Oft in her Veil She ſhrouds her blooming Face, 


a : And robs his glowing Eye of every Grace; 
Jart Returns him Nods, half ſmother'd, half conceal, 
rt. And then ſhincs out with all her Charms reveal d. 
priz, Mean while Leander ſooths his inward Pains, 
That She perccives his Fire, and not diſdains. 
While he the ſecret Hour with anxious Care 
Un- Waits, which his Flame may to her Ear declarc, 


The 
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The poſting Sun points down with rapid Ray, Reluc 


And, wending to the Weſt; ſhuts in the hg thi And 
Look 


And 


When now. oppos d to his deſcending Car, 


Appears the Gloom-denouncing Ev'ning Rage): 109 
A Sable: veſted Train of Clouds ſucceed, 


And * been Liv' uy the wool: Heavens Oer. 
| ; 8 


This when a ſaw, he bolder grew, 


cc 


And cloſer to the beauteous V. irgin drew. / |: 
Her roſic Fingers with dumb Tranſport preſt, 
And a long Sigh broke from his lab ring Breaſt. 
She ſpeaks not, but like One that would betray 


Reſentment, ſnatch'd her roſie Hand away. 


1 
While He, who ſaw the beautcous Nymph wa 
(mo But 
100 to his flatter d Heart din d, 8 he or d, + To 
Undaunted g graſps her rich-wrought Robe the whit 
Ih 


And draws her to the Temple's inmoſt Ille: 


# 
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Reluctant, ſtriving, at each Step ſhe ſtay d, 


And with flow Pace his ſtronger Force obey d: | 
Look'd back, and coin d an unconſenting Brow, 


And chid the Youth as Virgins uſe to do. 


« STRANGER; what Frenzy can thy Mind 
- (invade ? 


III. _ Youth ! ! Why dragit Thou thus a Maid? J 
« Forego my Veſt, to thy own Home retire, 

. And ſhun the Anger of my wealthy Sire. 
is hard to any Virgin's Bcd to riſe ; 


« But Venus Prieſteſs is unlawful Prize, 


Tavs She her Scx's artful coyneſs try 4 
But when Leandler heard her ſweetly chide, 


To his pleas d $ Soul her well-fcign'd Threatnings 
| e 


The certain Symptoms of conſenting Love : 


For 
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For ful when Women moſt their Threats emplo, 
Thoſe Threats are Heralds of ſucceeding Joy. 
Subdued with Love, thus he the Maid addreſt, 
But firſt he kiſsd her ſhowy, fragrant Breaſt. 


« Pallas, whom next to Palas 1 revete! 


7G Thou Venus, next to Venus ever dear! 


4 Beyond baſe Mortals, thou art all Divine; 


« fove's ——— __ boaſt ſuch Charms» 
( 


Happy the Man, then call thy Sire; the Wit 


ce Who t bore thy Weight, and brought thee forth 
(to Life! 


8 But happier far the Ward that did infold, 
« And cheriſh thy unripen d, beauteous Mold! 


i Oh, let my Pray'rs thy dear Attention move, 


4 


And pity the Neceſſity of Love. 
Venus her Pricſtels to her Laws invites, 


« Come, and begin the myſtick Nuptial Rites : 
| cc Thy 


po, WW. Thy Virgin Care thy Patron Shrine urdrade, 


5 « For Venus joys not in unfiniſh'd Maids. 
is | Wilt Thou her venerable Orgies grace > 
Ze it by Marriage, and a Wife's Embrace. 
If you to love the God, you ſerve, aſpire, 


Love her ſweet Soothings, and her fiorceDefire. 


Accept me for thy Slave, or might I claim 
That Honour, take me by a Husband's Name. 


Whom Cupid with his Shafts has held in Chace, 
a And ſingled from the Herd for thy Embrace, 
i The Silver-wanded Hermes thus, of 'Ola, 
175 ToOmphale tire Bright brought Foals the Bold. 


But I by Venus, not by Hermes, led, 
Am ſent to ſhare a brighter Virgins Bed. 


7 
e, ure Thou haſt heard of Atalanta Name, 


* Perverſely to a ſingle State inclin d, 


Jill Venus rag d, and turn d her ſtubborn Mind. 


2 O E M , &c. 1 


Wbo dard all Thoughts of Nuptial Joys diſelaim; 
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| « Thenin her Breaſt. She his lovd Image We tr | * The 
2 Whom ſhe had hated, and declind. before. .. Ane 
* So warn d, dear Maid 1, let thee Perſuaki ion moje: Wh 
« And, leaſt the Goddeſs rage, conſent toloye; | bY 
| Gaz 
| Tus He the ſhy, the unconſenting Maid, * 
With Loveprovoking Strains, to Love betray, A! 
| She to the Earth turn'd down her modeſt Eye; as 
| - Her Checks all purpled with a Bluſhes Dye; 
| Which oft She hid, and, as ſhe thoughtful/ſtoot 55 
| | To Atoms. ground the Sand on which ſhe trod! y 
| | : on oer her Shoulders, and her ſnowy Breaſt, « 
| Recalld the Errors of her flowing l « 0 
k All theſe were Signs his Rhet'rick could perſuade . 1 
| | Silence rs ſtill the Promiſe of the Maid. © Y, 
| | * Virgin Hero now took in Loves Dart, 17 « Ir 
x The ſweet, the bitter, intermingled Smart. aN 
1 g 
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The ſoothing, Tire her Boſom fiercely. warm d,, 5 
And all Leander s manly, Graces charm i. 


L55 IH 3-0 


| While to the Ground obe bluſhing bends her Eye, 


0 From Him a Thouſand amorous Glances fly: SR 
Guing, and with unwearied Tranſpors ble, 
ud He mark'd the Heavings of her lovely bret. | 
74 At length, but after a long Pauſe, She ſpeaks, 
r And Bluſhes evn en Checks. . 
we - S TR ANGER, thy Words, perhaps, a Rock 
wy A 7 (might move: 
90 What Pow: x app d this RHodueneeo of Love? * 
b Who theſe perſuaſtve Y Wiles of Language raught, 
's Or, oh! what Fate thee to my Country brought: : 
rſuade 


Much you have ſaid, but yet in vain you wooe; ” 
Jou are a stranger; may be faithleſs too 5 
In a Love. treaty how ſhould ] be joind 


With a wild Rover, wav'ring as the Wind > 


C No 
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« No legal Ties our Paſſion could receive; 
We want the Sanction of a Patents Leave. 

de Didſt Thou conſerit in private here to ſtay, 

cc How ſhould we not out ſecret Loves betray ) 


« Mens Tongnes love Scandal; and too buſie Fam, 


« What's done in Storer, will in Publick blame 
ec Freely (nor hide it from niy Ear,) proclaim 


« What Climate gave Thee Birth, and what thy 
(Name 


« Mine is no Stranger to your Knowledge g grown; 


The Name of Hero evry where is known. 
« In a lone Tower r, Whole Spires to Heavin aſcend, 
« With One attending Maid my Life 1 ſpend: 
cc In the Out- skirts of & eſtos Townit ſtands 
« Upon the deep, and billow-beaten, Sands 


« (Its Walls daſh'd ever by the mounting Sea,) 


« For ſo it pleas d my Parents harſh Decrec. 
Of cqual Age with Me no Virgins ſtay 


ve To dance, and make the Hours of Life more gay 
5 80 "But 


cc 


ce 
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| « But ſtill hoarſe Murmurs of the ſounding Deep, 
1 Waking, affright ; and ftart me, when aflcep. 


TH1s faid, She ended; and with modeſt Grace 
Behind her Veil obſcur d her glowing Face. 
On her fair Cheek new purple Bluſhes hung, 
And She in ſecret chid her laviſh Tongue. 
Mean while Leander ev ry Thought Wee 
How to conſummate their unfiniſſrd Joys. 


„In, ca heals, whom with bis « Shafts he 
cen, i TS _ (wounds. 
ad: Proud to fabdue, i all- RI 8 "ave | 

ds He ſends, and then inſtruQs to caſe the Smart ; 

1s; AndHeit was who cas d Leander wiſhing Heart 
Sea,) Who now, but firſt a Sigh heay'd up his Brcaſt, 

e. The Virgin with theſe artful Strains addreſs'd. 
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For fill Loves Godhead, who in Wiles aboumds, © 


C 2 FAIREST 


A 


c 
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5 21 4 £ 
CELTS. I 
* © #'S + 


4 Fa IREST of Creatures, thy dear Love tOgain 
1 ſhall not dread to croſs the ſwelling Main : 


Not tho th unnavigable Streams aſpire 
To kiſs the Clouds, or boil with liquid Fire, 


The murm' ting: men ſhall bellow round my 
EE (Head 


I fear no o Billows, while 1 ſeck y Bed. 
The Helleſpont ſhall eyry Night be . 
And a wet Conſort to thy Arms IIl come. 


Not long my Paſſage from Abydos oer, 
The Town, that lies direct againſt your Shore. 


Only befriend me in the Gloom of Nigit, 
From your high Turret, with one Taper Light 


That, like Love's Veſſel, I may gaze from far 


And take that Taper for my guiding Star. 


c Still 


Still towards its Fire my careful Eyes Ill rain, 
gain, « Nor ſee, Bootes, thy deſcending Wain ; ; 


Nor Thee, Orion, whoſe tempeſtuous Car, : 


. ; 


« Ne cr dipt 1 in Seas proclaims the watry War. 
« By that ſweet Guide the briny Deep TIl court, 


. Leaſt the kind Taper with its Blaſts expire, 
And my Soul die with the extinguiſht Fire : 

bor « The Fire, by which I muſt my n keep ; ; 
1501 And skreen me from the Dang gers of the Deep; ; 
Lit: * Know, my bright Maid, Leander is my Name; | 
2A "8 you, in Earneſt, did that Knowledge claim, 
* With this Addition let it now be ſaid, 

4 Leander ) who was bleſt by Heros Bed 


\ * * 
5 : 3 
— . * . * 

* * 2 =_ o } ” * 7 

AY. | p &c. : 2 
* 4 f 8 : 2 n 2 7 * 

1 ae Y N * * 

5 : , cn If by or 8 14 <# 


1 
* 


« And ſtem its Rage to reach the wiſh'd-for Port. 
ce But, O my Charmer, this One Caution mind, 
„ And guard againſt the bleak tempeſtuous Wind: 
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Ta HUS they in ſecret to be j joind approye, | 
And make the N ight their Confidant of Lone, 
That Hymen 8 Torch ſhould be by theirs  fpply', 
At once the Bridegroom' 5 Herald, and his Guide! 


T7 Her Task, r extend the Taper oer the Night, 
1 And Hu, to tem the Billows by its Light. 


| [ Their Vigils done, they arc aſunder torn, 
| N And ſever d by the curſt Approach of Morn. 
| | [ She to her Tow E, He Oer the gloomy Main 
| | Labour d his Native well. fenc d Shore to gain. 
| j And, leaſt by Dark he ſhould miſtake its Sands, 
l Hlis careful Eye marks how the Turret ſtands. 
: Be Oft to renew their ſecrer [vi they 3 


Oft wiſh the bride adorning — Return. | 


| Now fable-veſted Clouds obſcure the Skics, 
| | | 
_* And Sleep ſeals all, but poor Leanaer's, Eyes. 


— 
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He, on the hoarſe-reſounding Ocean's Share, . 
Expects the Nuptial Torch to wave him der. 


The Herald, that the Bridegroom' s Steps proclaims; 
The mournful Spy of their clandeſtine Flames! ! 
Soon as the Heay'ns were blacken'd all with Night, 
Hero aloft hangs qut the Taper s Light. 

Soon as it blaz d, the God of Love inſpires 

Th impatient Lover's Breaſt with fierce Deſires. 
With equal Ardour burn the Torch and He, 

But when he hears the loud reſounding Sea, 
How from below thc madding Waters groan, 
His Heart ſinks down with Fears till then unknown. 
But Love and Reaſon ſoon thoſe F cars controul, 
And with his Language he recalls his Soul. 


Mos r harſh, O Cupid, is thy Deity 1 


And bitter, and ungentle, is the Sea: 
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„ But Seas at worſt, are but of. Waters made, 


« Love does the Breaſt with ng ned ig. 


Gade. 


0c Blaze out, ye kues eſe the deep-ſprea 


Wayez 


« Kindled to Love; I ſhould the 5 brare. 


'« Know thou not, Venus, who from Ocean roſe, 


Does both of Scas and Lovers Cares diſpoſe. 


Hx ſaid, and inſtantly his Robes unbound, 
And, ſtripping, tied them faſt his'N eck around: 
Springs from the Shore, at one undaunted Leap, 


And plunges, all at once, into the Deep. 


Still tow'rds the blazing Light his Strokes he ply's, 


Himſelf * Admiral, veſſel, and is Guide 
Hero, aloft, on the Cloud- kiſſing Tow r, 


Held out the Torch, and watch d the Tempeſts 


(Powi. 


* And 


And ſtill, whene er it blew a freſher Gale, | 


Till tird Leander reach'd her Seſtian Shore, 
Met him at Gate, and with a ſilent Joy _ . + 


= Preſs d in her bridal Arms the panting Boy N R 1 1 
ſe. Hair all dripping with the briny De ws, 
She leads him, and the Nuptial Chamber ſhews: 
4, Chafes him with Oils, and by the rich Perfumes | 
* The courſer Odours of the Surge 0 ercomes. 11 
cap, Still breathing ſhort, upon the Bed ſhe plac'd | 
| The Youth, and thus beſpoke, and thus cmbrac'd. 
plyd, | | | 
5 > G R E AT arc thy Toils, O Youth; and ſirong- 
4 (1 y prove 
« That Thou OM the common Rate can love: 
npeſts I + Great are 0 Toils, O Youth ! Enough the 
Pow, FR (Stream 
5 Has daſh'd thee with its ſalt unſav ry Steame 
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She skreen'd the qui v ring Flame behind her Veil: 


» Here 


: 


4 Hee reſt Thee, here forget the fiſhy Ooze; 
And its rank Odours in my Boſom loſe. 


SHE faid ; He ſnatch'd the Virgin to his Arms; 
And, as a Bridegroom, taſted all her Charms | 
Nuptials were Theſe, at which no Muſick rung | 
A bridal Bcd, where r no glad Hymn was ſung: 
Ihe ſacred Pomp no Poct's Numbers praiſe : ? 
Nor round the Room accuſtom d Tapers bunt 
No joyful Train of youthful Friends advance 
To grace the Marriage with the nimble Dance. 
No fmiling Mother, no glad Sire was there 
T invoke the Gods, or bleſs the wedded Pair. 
The Bride-maids that aſſiſt the lonely Rite, 1 
Were Silence, dusky Clouds, and ſolemn Night. 

This was a Pomp, which H [ymen's Aidance ſcorn d; An 
a Pomp, which only Solitude adorn'd : 


Net 
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get could the early Morn's enquiring Rays 
prize the Bridegroom in the Bride's Embrace: 
er ruddy Streaks gild o'er the Check of Night, 
rſh from his Bliſs, unſated with Delight, 


e; 


85 eventing Day- break, from the Bed He ſtarts, 

ung! nd, croſs the Stream, to his Abydes darts 

s: ro the ſame to evry Eye appears, : 

2 ind till the conſecrated Veſtment wears: 

cr to her Parents would her Match betray, 

, At Night a Woman, but a Maid by Day! 

© os the fond Pair in mutual Wiſhes burn'd, : 
[That the gay Morn were to the Ey ning turn d. 


Tuus te with Care their deſtin d Lend con- 
CC 


An joy each other with the Bliss they ſteal: 


Ncet 
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Short were the Tranſports of the Sea-ought Bed. 


But the dear Scaſon of Delight ſoon fled... 


When hoary Winter, and unfriendly Skies, 


Swell ay he Whid-pools, made the Tempek 
9 „„ 
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Rude Blaſts upon the toſſing Surface blow, 
And heave their Waters from their Beds below, 
Black Clouds above impel 1 the lab ring Surge, 8 
And the ſwoln Sea with added Fury ſcourge. 

The frighted Mariner contends to fly 
The Faithick Ocean, and the wintry Sky: | 
But round their Prey the laſhing Billows roar, ; 7 
And lit the Veſſel as it makes the Shore: 
Yet Thee, ſtout- hearted Youth, no horrid Night, wh 
No Uproars of the troubled Decp affriglit. : | = 


The Turret now hangs out th' accuſtom' a Flame; 


TheTorch, that ſerv'd their pts to * 


No 
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Now a perfidious; cruel, Signal grown⸗ 
0 raging Scas, ſocure it lures Thee on 


hile Winter rag'd; the fond unhappy Wife 


ww out Thee ſhould have led a widow'd/Life ; + | 
. Ini \nd, till the Winds-and Seas more gentle prove, 
q b Not lighted up the ſhort-liv d Star of Love. 
loy, But Fate and Love, Leander, both combine, wy 
„ | Both powerful Agents in thy Ruin j join: ; 2 
. | The cheated N ymph. no longer in her Hand 
Holds Cupid 8 Taper, b but the Frier Brand. 
, ; Ty W AS Night, the Time when n Tempeſls moſt 
5h KL (prevail, 
gut, Wien ſtrongeſt mne the * ak wintry Gale; 
buen loudeſt the collected Waters roarr, 
lame; And break in Bodies on the ſounding Shore. 
lam: En then the Youth, till am rous of his Bride, 
Yentur'd to ſtem th nnnevigable Tide. 
Now | The 
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The Surges gather, Wave to Wave ſucceeds, . 
And Billows cutl o'er other Billows Heads: . 
Dread Uproars from the madding Winds aue, 
And the toſt Ocean mingles with the Skies. 


From Eaſt and Weſt, from North and Soy 
. ( they ra 
And cach their Fotce again each Other wage 


Above, the whiſtling Storms tumultuous bloy The 
And the Seas anſwer in loud Groans below. 
Hardſhips arou nd the ſtrugling Youth embroi, 
And the Floods mock his unavailing Toll 2 He 
Oft to the Sea- ſprung nem He | lifts his Hands, Not 
And oft to Neptune, who the Deep commank 1 
Ort, Boreas, deprecates thy dire Alarms, 

And minds Thee of thy Atthns, bright in Cham 


10 ev'ry Pow'r He pray'd, but pray d in vain, Fo | 


Love could not unrelenting Fate reſtrain. - 
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l coding Strength in vainthe Streams withſtood, 
1 01 He floats at random on the daſhing Flood. 

** His Arms now ſtiffen, his Feet's Motion fails; 
And Wearineſs cet every Limb prevails. 


And oft his Throat takes in th unwilling Brine, 


Rude Blaſts blow out the Taper, and deſtroy 1 


The Life and Love of the lamented Boy. = 


Sick with Deſpair, and wondring at his Stay, 


Fe; Hero in Pain watch'd the long Night away: 
nd, poubting and dark, on the bleak Tow'r Sheſtood, 
1ands, 


And ſtrain'd her wakeful Eye-balls 5 er the Flood. 
The ruſſet Morning now began to riſe, 


hut no Leander met her wiſhing Eycs. 
in, Non every Side She turn'd her buſy Sight, 
To ſearch if he had err d for want of Light. 


# 


vn - | Be- 


Beneath the low Foundations of the Tow}, --: 
Torn by the ragged Rocks that guard the Shore 
At length her Husband's floating Coarſe ſhe G4 


Diſtraction ſciz'd her, and aloud ſhe cry'dy |,, 


Then from her Breaſt the Bee Gar 
nee Dr 


And from the Turret flung her Body oer. 


* . 


— 
— — 
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Tu vs periſh'd Hero or the much Iod Boy, 


—— 
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Thus ey'n in Death each Other they enjoy. | 


— — — — 


—— — 
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Sox to PHILLIS: 
By W. WaLs H, Eſd, | 


* HIL LI, ve not grieve that Nature, 


OY. _ | 
W * Forming You, has done her part; 


nd in every fingle Feature, 
Shew'd the utmoſt of her Art: 


0 170 | —_ 
| | 1 2 5 
UT in this it is pretended, "C0 
| That a mighty Grievance lies, 


That your Heart ſhould be defended, 


Whilſt vou wound us with your Eyes. 


D LOVES 
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B FORE Apollis Shrine I pray d, 


| Read the beſt Port, PhotBUs ſaid, 


- ib 
XY 


9 I. 1 RA ; 

Love Es a a ſenfetels inclination, - . 1 8 
Where no Meyn 0. be found; A 

But is juſt, where kind Compaſſion 2 


Gives us Balm to heal the Wound. 
Perſians, paying ſolemn Duty, 
Jo the riſing Sun inclin d, 


Never would adore his Beauty, 


hut in hopes to make him kind. 


Upon reading Mr. PRI o RS POEMS, 


That I by Verſe to Fame might riſe: 


And place his Works before your Eyes. = Vo 


By 


POEMS, &. 36 


Beſt Poet RY O great Phoebus, how, 
How may this Pattern-Wit be found ? 

What Age produc'd the Man, whom T hon © 
With this high Charafter haſt crown'd? 


Does he among the Dead reſide ? 

| Or dwell with thoſe who now ſurvive: ? 
Thus When Phezbus quick reply d, 
Go, ac, if PRIOR'S till alice. 


4 7 LEY 4. — * — 


9 
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| Upon a NIGHTINGALE that was drowned. 


IGH on a — that trembled o'er a 
| (Spring, 
riſe date Philomel, to caſe her Grief, and fi ing ; 


] uning ſuch various Notes, there ſeem'd to neſt - 


\ Choire of little Songſters in her Brcaſt: 


Pleas d 
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Pleas d Eccho, at the Cloſe of evry Strain, 
Return d the Muſick, Note for Note again: 
The jcalous Bird, who ner had Rival known, 


Not thinking the ſweet Accents were her own; 


So fill'd with Emulation grew, that She 
Expreſo d her utmoſt Art and Harmony: 
Till, as ſhe cacerly her Conqueſt try d, 
Her Shadow in the Stream below ſhe ſpyd: 

Then heard the Waters bubbling, but miſtook, 


This 


And thought tlic e were laughing in the 
( Brook, 


W ith that Conccit ſhe dropp'd . the Well, 
But utter d theſe ſoft Accents as She fell. 


« Nor Terers' {elf cer offerd ſuch a Wrong 


« N. ymphs, take my Life, ſince you deſp 7 Do v 


| | 
| EC: - ABSENCE 


By Dr. J DONNE. 


„ F Por ws found in an old Maui ſcript of 
| the Sir JOHN COTTON'sof STRATTON 
ook, n HUNTING TON-SHIRE; 

| BSENCE, hear my Proteſterion, © 

Againſt thy Strength, ii ee 
ong | | 
e Diſtance and Length, 

e my 


So Do what thou can't for Alteration : 
For Hearts of trueſt Metal 
Ablence doth join, an! Time deth ſettle. 


(CE D 3 5 Wuo 


ABSENCE 


| 
| 
1 
| 
| 4 
| 
| 
j 
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Wo lows a Mitra ce uch Ga, CY: 2 ö BA 
Hiss Mind hath found FL} 
Affection s Ground, 


| Beyond Time, Place, and all Mortality ; In ſo! 


To Hearts that cannot vary, ee ee Th 
Ablence is preſent, Time doth tarry. Ar 
— JI 
My Senſes want their outward Motion, 1 T] 
Which now within, 
| Reaſon doth win, 

Redoubled by her ſecret Notion ; . N Occa 

Like rich Men, that take Pleaſure 
m finding, more than handling, Treaſure. 


The DEVIL, a WIP E, and a PoE x. 


N . © 
. U . 
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BY Abſence, this & good! Means > gain, = | 
That I can catch her. | 
Where none can warch her, | „ 
n ſome cloſe Corner of my! Brain; ; 
There I embrace, and kiſs her, 


And o enjoy her, While None miſs her. 


Cceafton'd by a late Pa RAYHRAS E on the 
Bookof JOB. 
HEN Fobs meck Spouſe found alt her 
| | {AIG in vain, 
To bring his 3 d Patience to complain; 
When neither Hell, nor more malicious She, 


Could urg urge him to arraign the Deity: 
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But with a Soul as chearful! in his Ills, 
As when his Flocks fed all the eg ring Hill 


Inſtead of Curſing, He adord his Name, 
And on his own Demerit laid the Blame: 

As the Arch- Ficnd, and She, conſulting lay, 
How they might beſt hi Innocence betray ; 
Her Head reclining on his gentler Breaſt, 


The * Devil thus the Male addreſs. 


«4A 2 N « o ercome! And haſt Thou not in 
(Store, 


« In thy black Guiver, ev'n one Arrow more, 
Io reach his ſtubborn Heart, and make it fee 
The fatal Rancour of thy poiſon d Steel? 
* Dull as Thou art! whoſe Buſineſs is to find - 


# > 3 


* New Engines daily to diſtra& the Mind ; 3 


»7 


« And when thy lewd Temptations ſcemto al 


« Exert thy ſelf, and let Deſpair prevail! 


hf Arc 


*1 
© Ha 
His 
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Are theſe the boaſted Magazines of Hell! 


s; Where arc the Burning with which None can 
= : (dwell ? 


4 Map Fiction all, —devisd by Mow of Law, 
« To keep the Vulgar of the World in awe: 


« A Boil, or two, ſerves well to yent his Gall, 
The Potſherd, to divert himſelf withall, —- _ 


Tuus ſpake the Aid: When. Satan ſtood aghaſt, 
To ſec his Spite by Woman s Spleen ſurpaſt; 
Store, And thus, with Shew of Modeſty, reply'd ; 
. $ All but his Life I have ſeverely try'd. 


THEN, mighty Monarch, yield to Me, ſhe cries; 
d I ſoon will tell thee where his Weakneſs lies. 
Hare you not ſeen the Daughter of his Brain, 


fail, His Poem, fram d with ſo much thoughtful Dain? 


7 Arc <c Strong 
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Strong are the Lines, yetflow with graceful Eaſe 


« The more you read them, Rill the more they 


(pleaſe, 


4 Serene, yet nervous, ſtately, yet not proud; 
© Gay, but not wanton, lofty, but not loud. 


«THis could we get (now, Satan, lend thy | 


(Aid!) 


« Some ed Bungler of the Rhiming Trade, 
Ot all its wondrous Beautics ta diſrobe, 


£ #4 


* And mangle Ti bat, as thay haſt mapgled Jeb | 


© My Life to his, ſuch will his Fury be 


Hell curſe his Cod, more than his God cured 
eee. 


by 0 whom ke Fiend — * North ard an 
(Land Is 
© Notedfor Ii it, and Hatred of the JVife ; 
« Fanatick Cant there triumphs over Senſe, 
„And Pools grow mighty by Impertinence. 


P 


44 There, 
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« There, in their grand Metropolis, is ſhown 

« A Bard, of late, the Talk of all the Town 
0 Whoſe laſt Production ever proves the worſt, 
le he writes on, with lech of Rhiming cursd.” 


ey 


* From Prince to Xi ing, from K mg to Queen, : 
| (He falls, 


And each, inſtead of e mauls. 


, And when no Room is left, more Blood to 
_ (thed, 

„He . purloins the Dead ; 

Defaces the Remembrance of the Bleſt, 

S Who eyn in Heay'n arc not ſecure of Reſt. 

Jo Him III fly, and fill his poiſonous Pen 

(With Lees of Nations, and the Scum of Men. 

wl —_ 

HE faid; and mounting his Ethereal Car, 

he Prince of Darkneſs whirl'd thro yielding Air. 

he frighted Elements their Seats forſook, 

nd on its Poles the whole Creation ſhook. 

nere, | e Well 


* 
8 „5 * by * * as 
£4 ; 8 * 
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The Subterranean Monarch on his Way, 


* 4 


To that dear Soil, where his Vicegercnt, Goll, 
The ſubject Nations all around control d: 27 
Hence He two Titles takes, as. Authors Il 0 
The God of Riches, and che God of Hell. 
Here, i in a loathſome Cave, encoinpa a round 
Wich Reams of Verſe, the m6ody Quack he 
| | { found, 
No lofty Grecian his dull Male excites, AR 
Nor ſweeter Riman entertains his Nights; 25 
Whence none, of all the Na of | the Earth, : 


Strives which ſhall boaſt the : doughty Rhimer 


(Hirth. 
More Countries his Nativity diſclaim, 


Than c er contended for Great HZpmer's Name. 


Ilibernia cries, Tis true, 1 labour d once 


With a tuc, cei>arl, and accompliſh d Dunce 5 
Who 


\ 


Tho 


With 


Yet ſh 
SINCE | 
Her Fa 
Cong. 
Tho' n 
And I. 
But ne 


Miſtak 


$1 
Muſt 1 
10 
Fame-c 
Who! 
Me E 


Who 
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Tho hap ned, in almoſt as vile an Age, 
With wicked Trips to over- run the Stage: 

let {hall not Albion her Hibernia blame, 

Fince firſt to me She owes Roſcommon's Name. 
Her Favourite Congreve too to Me belongs, 
|Congreve taught to ſing his rural Songs. 

Tho now, ungrateful, He forſakes my Shore, 
\nd 1 muſt hear my Philomel no more. 5 
But never, after ſending Rays ſo bright, 


Viſtake me for the Mother of the Night. 


SLY Caledmia, with a Smile, replies 

Muſt 1 then father ſuch Abſurdities, 

To whom the Great Buchanan owes his Pen, 
Fame-courting Bard, in | Manners read, | and Men: 
Who has ſo ſweetly, in a forcign Tongue, 


The Hebrew Poct's tunctul Hymns qut-ſung. 


Rogues, 
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Rogues, without Number, my wild Hcaths infeſ Sal! 7 
But Fools I ſtill muſt naturally deteſt. Kwhen 
Let Albion keep her Cub; if Africk's fam'd shall t 
For Monſters, why ſhould Africk be aſham d 


To ſec her Progeny, or hear it nam'd? _ 


be pun 
Shall tl 
Will al 


Rous'D with th Afton, the Queen of lle e dan 
| | (upreay 
X13 1s juſtl) 
Her Head of Tow's and thus her Scorn declars 


No : 
A Day will come, when Caledonia pays Wo 
Dearly, for what ſhe now of Albion ſays; 
When her chief Thanes, their Honours throw T1. 


(aſide 


Shall humbly ſue to mine, and be deny d. 
What tho my Land ſome (cribling Vermin break 
As richeſt Soils produce the rankeſt Weeds : 


hich 
Man, 


uch a: 
Shall Gondibert's looſe Author ſhame me more 10 37 
Than mighty Chaucer raisd my Creſt before ? 


Wherc 


Shall 


POE MS, & 47 
inte sda Durfey's Fables in my Hand be feen, 
When Death has robd me of my Fairy Queen 2 
Shall the fell Moor, in Shakeſpear's laſting Pages ö 
e puniſh'd for the Sins of Shadwelt's Stage? 011. | 
Shall the Great Dryden, whoſe Immortal Name | 1 
ill always grace the Regiſter of Fame, | 
f Iles Wc damn'd, as oft as the Bombaſt of Crown 
|; juſtly by the Sons of Wit cry'd down? 

Xo: By the Manes of my Sons I wear, © 
Incyer could ſach a vile Off-ſpring bear, 


Thus whilſt, with angry Words, the Siſters 


(aſide, A 
1 dich ſhould the Brat from 3 own Door remove: 
reedb, 


tan, aſſuming a thin, awkard Mien, 


dach as, on Authors of damn d Plays, is ſeen, 


lo Mauro s Cave precipitates his Way, 
Where, tagging Rhimes, the nightly Scribbler lay; 


Shall Con- 
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e laid his trembling Hand upon his Side, 


Confounded betwixt Ignorance and Fear, 
To ſee a ghaſtly, meagre Form appear, 
The Bard ſtood Thunder-ſtrack, and hardly kney 


How to believe his Eyes, or what to do. . 
Till by Degrees recovering the Swoon, 
In which, by his own Likeneſs, he was thrown: il * L 


O Caliburno, v here art thou, He cryd? WI 

| Wi 

But miſſing that, He boldly ſeiz d his Knife, . Tha 
And thus in lofry Tone provok'd the Strife. «AP 
( Wh 


 « Thov! who without a Licenſe do'ſt preſume 
« To thwart, at once, my Perſon, and my Room, 


66 Thou! who with horrid Charms look'ſt ſo 
( askanmt, 


« As if thou dar dſt yp mighty Proweſs vaunt ; 
* Go to thy Manſions of Deſpair, and lie 


In never-ceaſing Torments, go and die. 


The 


POEMS, & 49 
The ſinooth. Seducer of Mankind, afraid 
More of his barbarous Language, than his Blade, 


Deſpiling, with a ſcornful Smile, the Man, 
ln guileful Specch, thus civilly began. 


„ LEARN ING s laſt Hope on Earth! to whoſe. 
(Saline, | 


Tow ring in Raptures of immortal Rhime, | 


Vn: 


6 Wit, of late Years, has been beholding more, | 
« Than to the Treaſures of the Bards before. 25 | 
«A Prince, the Pride and Glory of the E aft, 


Whoſe Works all Languages but thine hows 
ſumc 85 un; 


Room, * The mighty Job, to whoſe immortal Name 

t ſo None ſtands 4 Second in the Book of Fame, 
By Me, his poor Ambaſſador, has ſent, 

* (Tis Satan, Sir, that brings the Compliment,) 


He begs, that in the ſelf. ſame Style, and Tongue, 


In which your Arthur, and his Courtiers ſung; 
The 5 E . 


25 « Whan with bright  Caliburns i in his Hand, 


In Queſt of Her, h had by this rcjoyn'd. | 
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« You wou d to late voller) tranlmit, eme 


« This his laſt Poem, this his Favourite, N 
Tnus ; ſpake Jobs deadly Foe, and thus, with 
(Pride 


Of Wit, the more implacable teplyd. Y 
ce Lo! to thy Wiſh the glorious Task e d, 
In the ſame Language the brave Arthur Home 


cc Above ſome quwerng 5 Wretch He" usd to ſtand, 
More He had | faid, but che ly Fiend, that came 


2 * it 2; 


Not to hear Nonſenſe, bas Gn th Gee h 
Like a flerce Eagle, Maſter of his Prey, 
Swoupt on the Spoil, and bore in haſte. away; 


Her patient Spouſe, from whom She was purloind 
She quickly {py'd-her new Admirer come, 


And for th Infernal Courtier to make Room, 


Til 


210. E Ms, 6a et 


Thus ply d her Spouſe afreſh, _ Still, ſtill 1 inpein, 
0 Wile Thou thy dull Integrity retain ? 


. Here's 2 will make thee curſe thy God: She 
Z ( laid, 


ade and Matros:Medly to his View diſplay d. 
But when the Prince of Poets ſaw that Part, it; | 45 
ing, Inch He thought Narure wifdly join'd-with A 
on Mm eaſie Style to lewdeſt Jargori ſtrain d., 900 
I Language murder d, and his Senſe profaty'd 1. 
e was not able, longer 10 ſufpDFꝓf m 24 1 


ume s Soulf, againft ſo wicked am Effort. / 
„ Ft looking up ward to chat Pow'r, from rhEñME 
2 


c hop'd, 52 eee r 


* * © f l * — 
1 * 
* 5 9 


ay 5. 
„ 10 4 8 
Joins} Did 1 for Mis 5 thy fu Can, 


And ſuve th A cel hom er s Claws? 


"MY * Was 
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« Was it for this 2. But, ob! — With that; He 
1 (bow 


His is open Face, and curs Sd his i Got aloud. 5 


51 
49 


Thus He who ets ſevn Day s fuſtaitid 


All the dire Plagues, which Hell and nn 

Bore all the Miſcrics of humane Life, 0 

N d of every n . his Wife; 5 
By 


The Dealings of his Maker to ouſt, Yoo eg "Jr 
When Mauros Name before his Works He {pyd, 


in Tertasmoft dreadful, 'Curs 4 bis God, * If W 
Woul 


99 How | 
, _ FT 
IF i ut Gn 
win n 
Nor fif 


7 


Ie M. R- C= uo every Tear 
* ſent him a Dun, a little before : 
e 5, Paul's Day. 


By Mr. H. Hair of HERE FORD. 


duc 
no F Rhime for Rhino could attone, 
ſpy, I Or Wit ſtave off an ardent Dun; 
* It Words, in ſweeteſt Numbers choſe, £42 
Would but wipe off our ticking Proſe ; 
How bleſsd a Life would Pocts lead, * 
And, ah! how punctual you'd be paid? 
But ſince the greateſt Stroke of Wit 
Vin not compound the meaneſt Debt, 
Nor fifty Fect in C Ongreve's Muſe 


T Tick with old Tranter for two Shoes ; 
a3 7 Nor 


To face the * Fair now aun on you. | b 


Bur of the Saints, boch great and fall! = BL 
Theres none rormerits me like $ Saint Pa, Wh. 
Who yearly perſecutes' the Poor, 108 
As He did Chriftians heretofore : EM 1 


For ſtill about that holy Tid WA. 5 
When Folk to Fair of Briſtol ride; 
More dunning Bills to me ate brought, 
Than cer the Saint Epiſtles wrote. 
But here the Difference is, we ſee,” 
He wrote to Heathens, they to Me. 
Nor can I blame their cleanly Calling, 
So often from their Faith for falling, 


"—_ — 


* Bx15T01-Far, 


since many a One, thro' fly Deceruersg »- 
4 * Haye been undone by being Helie vers. 


: Bur, Robin, this is not your Caſe, » 
Whom Heay'n ſome Coin has giy'n, and Grace ; 
Who, gruff When ſober, bright when — | 
Art in the Main a pretty Falloiv. ä 
— rs | — — . 
AN 


ELF _ P H 
On a T: alkative Old Maid. 


B NE ATH this ſilent Stone i laid 


A noiſie, antiquated, Maid : 
Who from her Cradle talk'd till Death, 
And ncer before was ont of Breath : 


/ - ©. 
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The Advice. A Sox e 
By the La r E—M—, 


Whither She's a we 8 tell » 
For if ſhe talks not, She's in Hell: | %% 524i Ml Ad 
If She's in Heavn, ſhe's there unbleſ ; 1 
Becauſe ſhe hates a Place of Reſt. 


OY 


. 
HE, that would gain a conſtant Lover, 
8 Muſt at a Diſtance keep the Slave, 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 1 


Men ſhould but gueſs the Thoughts we haye. 


* 


Whilſt they re in Doubt, their Flame encreaſes, I Wee 
And all Attendance they will pay 3 


When we'e poſſeſod, their Tranſport ceaſcs, 


And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 7 


4 "I > 7 25 
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The EN OUIRT. To MiR AND A. 
By Captain M—-. 

RE Souls unequal, ſay, O Cupid, fay ? 
Or are our Bodiesform'd of different Clay? 
But i our Souls and Bodies are the ſame, 

„ day, whence j in Love unequal Mixtures came? 
„ |: former Ages proud Diſtinctions known, 
The World cer this had a wild Deſart grown. 
Jaye. But they, by lnſtinet led, ſtill pleas d their Eyes, 
And choſe al ike amongſt the Fools and Wiſe: 


5 Queens and their Handmaids fill'd one Husband's 
MY (Aris, 


And ay were diſtinguiſhd by their Charms. ' 


2 
WV 


The 
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The Gods themſelves our am rous Joys approve, 


3 


And leave their Heay'n to ſeek an Farthly Li V 


* * 8 


Why then ſhould: Arte bluſh to own” hi 
(Flame 


And rouze his Mat with dchr UMMrndas Nan! 


* 


Poiſo! 


ASP, 


ROM E's $ 8 . of Imperial Sway, 
Match'd all his thriving g Emplte in a Day, A 
O 3 Rape! Immortal the Delight 
What Gods and Heroes ſprubg from that one Night) 
Happy the Days, When Love was all the Dow' t; 
If Men had Worlds to give, Wives 28K d no more 
In Bow'rs they feaſted, and on Banks they ly, Racer 
And liv'd, and lor da Thouſand Yeats 5 but M 
But Cupid now has thrown his Darts aſide,” ns LOTS 


She, ] 
Depat 
Curſe 


Fr 


| And ents, poor, can ſcarce be made 4 Bride. 


Strange Force of Gold! What Matches hence 
MIN JIEV (arifc! 


To Gold our Love and Health we (acrificc. 
| Nich 


9 


Rich Dotard A may young Che have; $; 

Brick Pollio takes Curinna in her Grare. 
In Clodis's Arms Mirtilla meets her Death, 
Sunn'd by his Cough, infected by his Breath : 


Poiſon'd with * and drown” d with flowing 
( Ey CS, 


She, like a blighted Lilly, fades and dies. 
Departed Vigour, and a weak Embrace, 
Curſe Nature's Labours with a Py Rate. 4-6 


' FROM ſtauncheſt Dogs the careful Sportſmen 
mote! Cs 


a5, Inacers chuſe Horſes of the ſwifteſt Specd; 
y. hut Man — Poor Creature is not worthour Cate, 
Aan . op, or Ther ites, makes an Heir. 


SH UN then, Miranda ſhun this wretched 2 | 


| Wed to be happy, and you will þe g great. 


Rici * A healthful 


; f ws” . i 
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A healthful Stock of  ſprightly Girls and Boys Tol, 
WillbleG yourEycs, and crown your Nuptial jon Qu 
The marryd State will bring no Hour accurgd, le. 
But the laſt Moment will be like the Firſt: _ oP 


EachDay repeat your Vows, each Night your jo; 


Grow old in Pleaſure, pleaſe, but never cloy. 
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Ad Regem SUECIA PVS 

| Noth. 

A Geargio Stepuey, Arm. un an 
Acala Holſatiâ, Ruſſoque & Saxone fratti, ſoars 

P Laudis & imperij jam ſatis Aretos babe, _y 
Ni Patriæ fetus tants ſub Rege , = 
Nt aeſſet vacuo Regia Sponſa toro. Ron 
Hance Proceres, Fomegue petuns, {hes inde 00 h 
= (thorn And c. 


Pendet, & Araoi maxima Cura Poli. 
Talk, 
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Tulle, Hymenæe, moras, ſacra injict vincula Regi, 


ys 
1 
sd, 


Auem nemo potnit vincere, vinrat Amor. 


tilior regnis erit omni pompa triump od, 
8 Tits nagnanimus, _ jiga, Vittor cat. 


| ths By Mr: 5 j 


Toer, J appens 4, the Roſe = 4x01 
e "Py yicld : 


nough the North has wmp. d in e Field 
Nothing remains your Kingdoms Wiſhzo gain, 


A 


, a 
4 I 
5 PEE 
+a 4 #3 5 
£ * 


but an Heir, worthy, after You, to reign. 


- 1H Your Kingdoms now expect your 8 bride; ; 
7 HKS, . 


habtt. 


— * 


our Lords and People ſhould not be deny d. 


our c Bride would ſoon our Jealouſc es controll, 
3 21 


Revive the Goth, and animate the Poke. 


Go Ihnen, then 0aÿ no more, but quickly bring, 


Jorum And caſt thy facred Fetters on thc King 


Talk } | 3 Make 
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Make him the Charms of pow rful Beaury prove; I With 
Make him, tho never vanquiſht, yield to Love. nd th 
The Paths of Honour are enough perſud 3 petit 
Tis more en 9 thus to be ry - ö Deſe 

6 — © quit 
Daoaritels N of the Pla bel 


at THEBE 8, and 2 


* : 4 . Bj = 


+ « 


\Thor 


MMORTAL Palla, Royal Maid, I me 
I” Daughter of Heay s ctemel King, © Who a 
Thee we invoke our Thebes to ade Tha 
And with Thee thy celeſtial Siftcr bung 1 ie po 


The Goddeſs who the Foreſt loves, Blaf 


And drives the trembling Prey thro Lawns andud o 
(Groves. 


With 


P 0 EN N AE ® 

prove, With them 0 Daun God); Udviince ; onA a 
dye: end thy aa Lind. a 
TW Ye triple Gudtdiants, Halte aways 11 WO 

Deſecnd in dreadfiil; bright Array ß; 

Quit your Mtmertal Thrones dbbhe,” - es Haw? 

Peſcend;/ confeſs your hety'nly Tf gre 4) bak 

As oncb you AH eet Mercy fle n 

And ſharch#tis from devouritigW6e; - *" f 

tain the lame allo Protedtbii ebe *%⁰õονẽ,AM 

| A1 10 7 Ablix ige * | - 


* 4 F 7 7 ”"% 
(IE 1d 4 12141 Morne 


Thouſand ww of wild Diſtreſs 

The devoted Realpa.qpprets 7: tO lic FI 
Iro all the Land/ a ſwift Contagign lic | 
That unprevailing Art defies: |. 41,7 7 
he pois nous Taint hale Nature over pow i, ;20oTL 
Blaſts all her Buds, her Grain, and Flows: 


s and 
roves. 


With 


ud on the Stalk the Fruit unripen'd dies. 
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Matrons invoke Lucina's Aid in van, 
And of unknown Pangs complain: 
Our Men in Numbers drop, they ſudden 45 
Ruſh downward to the Realms of gloomy Nigi i Thc 
Swift, as the Lightning darts acroſs the Sky, hat f 
And thick, as Birds in Cluſters wing their Flight 
Pale Death with Heaps o'erſpreads our Plain, 
And evry Street of Thebes prophanes. . | 
Abortive Infants on the Payement lie, PD : 
The agonizing Mothers by, 


Scarce mourn their Children. e er themſelves 
TI dic. 


While Others to the Alen „ Hil 
To deprecate the common Woo; 
Te Voice of Sorrow, Praiſe, and Prayr, wi 
Together mount, and ſwell the lab ring Air. 


WHE] 


Wurz 
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HL 
ie, MWVHEREFOR E, thou venerable Child df Joe, 
Night Thou myſtick, fate · denouncing Sound, F 
„ Fuhat from the hallow'd Tripos do ſt rebound, 
light! legard our Suff rings, and this Curſe remove, 
lain, MW That lays us waſt, this God of War, 
That kills without a Sword, or Spear. 
Goddels, thy facred Aid diſpence, 
id chaſe this peſtilential Demon hence : 


|| 
ſelves lunge him in Amphitrite's oozy Bed; 
Fo Or, where the rugged Seas of Thrace 
_ Eternal Tempeſts raiſe, 
EY force him to hide his ignominious Head, 
7% With reſtleſs Fury he his Darts employs, 
eat rides on ev'ry venom'd Shaft; whatc'ct 


Tir unactive Nights in Mercy ſpare, 


The next relentleſs Morning's Rage deſtroys. 


E „ O ſacred 
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Mm 
O ſacred Fove ! Thy Bolts of Terror throw ; ; 

Thy fierceſt Lightnings on him ſpend ; 
And Thou, O Lycian King, draw deep oy Bow U hon 7 


And inſtant Reſcue ſend. „ 

| Wh 

Join to thy Side Diana's Pow'rs, pai 
The Goddeſs that O er Lycian Mountains ſcow 1 


Who whirls her Darts that never ſtray, 
And bears down ev'ry Beaſt of Prey. 
Thee, ruddy Re we invoke, around Ruber 
Whoſe ſacred Brow the golden Fillet's bound; WF 1,1 


Thee, God, who doſt from Thebes thy Birth de 
| (rie 


WELL 
Whi 
Tis a ſ 
Full 


Who 4oft th Enthuſiaſtick Train 
To Nocturnal Orgies drive, 
Approach with thy Torch, 


This peſtilential Dæmon ſcorch, 
This God, whom Men abhor, and Gods diſdain 
 Upn 
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Bou hon the DKE of MARLBOROUGH; 
Occaſion'd by ſeeing his Picture at Blenheim, 
where Angels are Crowning him, his Battles 
pamted young him, and his Genius calling 
WII; 047 7o him. 


. 


WEF UL Hero, Marlbrd, riſe, 


Sleepy Charms I come to break; 


Hither turn thy languid Eyes, 


d; 


th de- 
(rie 


Lo! thy Genius calls; awake! 


WEL. L ſurvey this faithful Plan, 

Which relates thy Lifes great Story; 
Iis a ſhort, but crowded, Span, 

Full of Triumph, full of Glory, 


Jain! 


tv 


ONE 


Upm — * 
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ONE by One thy Deeds review, 
Seiges, Battles great, appear; : 


Former Wonders loſt in new, 


Greatly fill each pompous Year. 


THis is Blenheim's Crimſon Field, 


Wet with Gore, with Slaughter ſtain d; 


Here retiring Squadrons yield, 5 
And a deathleſs Wreath is gain d. 


DW ELI on Theſe, while Life may laſt 
The utmoſt Bliſs to Man allow d 
Is to trace his Actions paſt, =» 


And lee, mw are both great and . 


WW 
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zur tis gone, (O Mortal born B | 
Quick the tranſient Scenes remove; 


Let 'em paſs with noble Scorn, 


Thine are Worlds that rowl above. 


oE Ts, Prophets, Heroes, Kings, 
Joy thy ripe Approach to ſee, 
Men who acted wondrous Things, 


Though they neyer ſhone like Thee, 


OREMOST in the Patriots Band, | f | 
Shining with diſtinguiſh'd Ray 

ee thy Friend Godolphin ſtand, 
Sce, He beckons Thee away! 


5 


B | F 3 YONDER 


— ²— ur ˙ ANV 1 
* * 
* 


vox pkR Seats, and Fields of Light, 
Let thy raviſſrt Thoughts explore; 
Panting, wiſhing for thy Flight, 1 


Half an Angel, Man no more. 


* 


A Poi in Praiſe MaRRTAO 


By Dr. X E NRICK. 


ARRIAGE: ! thou Bli of 
M (thou Prop of Life, 


Love, 


That firſt dethron'd'a Miſs, to raiſe a Wife 


Loves pleaſing Fulep ! thou allay ſt that Rage, 


Which nothing ſafely can, but Thou, and Age. 


Who other Methods try, receive a-Curle ; 


They One Diſcaſe remove, but cauſe a worſe, 


A rotten Carcaſs, and an empty Puri. 


Love's 


Wives 
They 
And tt 


Oyes 


. 8 = 
— 4 1 Pr : 
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Love's too mereurlal, and would fly away; 
Wives, like ooh _=_ a: make it as: : 


And turn the looſe Maſi to ſolid Gold. 


or all the headlong Things, on Earth or Sea, 
Man, Man alone's the greateſt Runaway. 
He's ſtill in full Career, ſtill puſhes on, 


And ſeems, ar every Step he takes, undone * 


And were he not held back by Force of Wie, ; 


Down he muſt fall the Precipice of Life. 
let no one That a tireſome Luggage call, 


Without whoſe Weight our Veſſels would not fail : 


We all are toſsd on Life's tempeſtuous Sea; 
Wiyes are our decent Ballaſt, and our Stay, 
And Man without them muſt be caſt away. 
Admit, they All our roving Hours confine, 


The Freedom's well exchang'd, we ſo reſign : 


F 4 Dur 
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Our Bound is Eden, and pure Gold our Chain, 
And who would ever of Reſtraint completa; 


When Links are Ornaments, and Slaves may 
(reign? 


Orr as you mourn, the Wife partakes ye 
| (Car; 


And Grief grows leſs, wad others feel a Share. And cc 
When you are pleasd, She with gay Pleaſure ſhine fler Le 
Augments your Bliſs, and every Joy refines : And d 
Joy grows, like ire, with plenteous Fuel bright Fair as 
The more it kindles, ſtill the more's the Light. But fa 
Thus Hymen makes the Nuptial Taper blaze, Your 1 
And catching Sparks diffuſe the chearful Rays. but E 


Bor let a Miſtreſs what ſhe will pretend, Eyn! 


She's ſure to make ail but not a n: 


| Wives we ſafely can repoſe our Truſt, 

Wives may be falſe, but Miſſes ever muſt, 

uſd by tir unfailing Laws of mighty Luſt. 

A Miſs i perfect Trick, a meer Grimace, =» 
And every Paſſion painted as her face: 
feign d are her Words, her Sighs, her dying _ | 
And counterfeit her very Extaſies: 


fler Looks, her Motions, are but em apty Shows, 


And damn d * Olivia lurks in all ſhe does. 

Fair as the Moon the glitt ring Miſs may fſcem, 
But falſe like That, and Flatt' ring is her Frame: 
Your naked Eyes ſee here, and there a Spot z 

but Eyes, aſſiſted, view her all one Blot. - 
Marriage has all its Parts 0 juſt and clear, 

Evn Microſcopes may bring the Picture near: | 


Whores ſhould, like n to pleaſe, at Diſtance 
(ſtand, 


Wives, may like 3 Paine. be ſeen at Hand. 


—— 


* The Character of a Filt in the Phin-Dealer. 


SUP- 
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Suppoſe a jealous Qualm diſturb your Bed, 
The mutual Flame by Jealouſic is fed. 
| And Love, without it, would be cold and dead. 
Leſt then a Lethargy the Pair ſhould ſeige, 
Wiſe Jealoufic claps on th awak ning Flics, | 
And then the Bliſters and the Lovers riſe. 


Should Love befed with conſtant Sweets of Joy, The R 
The luſcious Banquet would the ſooner cloy z I af 
But poinant Jealouſic throws in th Alloy; ) {M4 loat 


Tempers the Mixture, caſts the: Hauigouſt on, I Aud! 


Strikes the pall'& Tafte, and makes the Meal go One; 
| | A 


Nox ſhould kind "_ cho toud, your Ear 
(diſpleaſe, 


When they areclam'rous, tis to cauſe your Peace, 


And who would want the Pain, t enjoy the Eaſe? 
Wiſe Halcyons thus tempeſtuous Scas endure, m—_ 
Pleasd with the Storms which future Calms enſure 


When 
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When wit their "aun Brood they ſhall be 


(bleſt, 


And nurſing Wayes, to 3 i dancing Neſt. 5 


THE ſelf⸗ ame Track, you ES we Men purſue, 
bat charming Ways ill make the Journey new : 


The Rover, who each leering Face admires, 


Will find himſelf led on by walking Fires: 


1 loathſorme Bog, or hampring Brake's his Fate, 


And he Il the glaring Trinket curſe too late. 

One glorious Track the Sun is known to tread, 
The ſame his bright Career, the ſame his Bed; 
No Paſſage foul and dangerous can be good, 
dafety, and Cleanneſs, moſt commend a Road. 
Who would not ſtill on beautecus * Tempe ſtand, 


Tempe ſurvey, and wiſh no other Land ? 


em... 


— 


A fair Field in TRESSALY, 


Whe 


— 
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Who would not Tempe trace, in Tempe move, 


And never ſurfeit, where he'll ever love > 


An! 
An 
LET others take the Mzſtreſs at command, Wh 
| ; . | ey. er 
But leave the Hife upon the Poets Hand. ie 


CE Ce Ons Regs . ARG 27 


Upon Viſiting Sx1.via, on ber 
Death-Bed, as her Phyſician. 


An O D E. 
By rhe Same, 


J. | | 
8 Syluia on her Bed expiring lay, Ez 


When frightful Death e ha M 
(Face, An 


In Death, She ſhot ſo fair a Ray, 
That 1 fell wounded on the Place. 


Bk 


d her 


Face, 


An: 


IL. 

An! if your Sickneſs has ſuch Charms, 
And Wounds your dying Beauties give, 
Where ſhall we find ſufficient Arms, 

If kinder Fate ſhould let you live ? 

In 

lr in your Sables, you ſo bright, 

And in Eclipſe ſo glorious are, 
The dazling Beams of all your Light, 

What Mortal could have Pow'r to bear ? 


IV. 
Tavs, like the Sun-flow'r muſt I turn, 
To meet the lovely, riſing Day; 
Tho, like chat Plant, I fade and burn, 
And, by the Rays 1 court, decay. 


LTE 


Tis tl 
Affecti 
and in 
\ ſhor 


Orcing 


LY CE grown Old. 
Tranſlated from the 19th OD. 
* 4th. Book r Horace. 


By the Same. 


| I. 
W ELL, Lyce, now the Gods declare 
My With was juſt, they hear my Pray t: 


They hear my Pray'r, and will inſpire 


) 


Thy Boſom with a fond Deſire 
Of being ſtill in Beauty s Liſts enroll'd, 


And ſceming youthful, when we know thee on 


OVE, 


e loat 


1158 


„ 

) Is this which, makes thec dance and play, 8 
_ Wifcting to appear ſo gay, 
] * impudently drink, to raiſe 


\ ſhort and artificial Blaze; 


DE 
'E 


ocing thy feeble, trembling Voice to ſing 
Song to Love, when Loves upon the Wing. 
II. 1 
ROM y) weak ee Charms he flies 
. ſweeter Notes, and brighter Eyes; 5 
ray: c lovely Chia is his Choice, 


e liſtens to her tuneful Voice, 


angs on the blooming Beauties of the Fair, | 
Jad laughs from thence at thy affected Air. 
Old. | 8 
OVE, ever young, ſtill courts the Spring, | 
e loaths a fapleſs, witherd Thing; | 
gr 2 ; .. - 
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A youthful Lover, when he ſees 


That usd to ſteal my very ſelf from Me ? 


Then, Lyce, how ſhould'{ thou cer pleaſe ; 


Thy rotten Tecth, ſunk Eyes, and wrinktdBroy, a 

And thy Head ſcatter'd o er with Winters Snow! b 

1 ET * 1 I cor 

Ie vain thou art in Crimſon dre'd, ider 

5 The Gems i in vain o erſpread thy Brealt 5 Alon 
Theſe cannot yariiſh d Years reſtore ; 

"M hy Youth arid Charms 4 are now no more. TE 
The nimble Hours have folen away thy Prime, Lie 
And ſhut i it up in known Records of Time. Wb 

VI. 3 
WurxREs now, alas! that Beauty fled, "WW? 
The ſnowy White, the bluſhing Red, fl 


Thoſe ſparkling Eyes, that graceful Mien, 
Which charm'd, when Lyce firſt was ſeen ? 
Where's Lyce now, that dear bewitching She, 


WHERE) 


ow? 


me 


. 5 f 
EY A 
0 4 . 
TB, } \ ; 
5a wm | 2 2 * M a oF 8 "xe 8 'S 
L 
j 


; 

Wu R Es the fam'd Beauty of the Town, 
That rival d Cynard's Renown, > 
Sill in all Arts which could ſurprize, 
u conqu ring Hearts, attrafting Eyes? 
Poor Cynare : an over-haſty Fate, | 
Allow'd her "Tooth, and Charms too ſhort a a Date. 

. 
zur Fate an Age to Lyce gives ; 
Hees decay d, yet ſtill ſhe lives : 
That the warn Youth, without Deſire, 
Fee now her Aſhes free from Fire; | 
And leave her, like a Raven, to grow old, 


te lighted, ſcorn'd, and have her Wrinkles told. 


2 D 


. — —— 
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By a Gentleman of Ox POR 
F NOU GH of Chloris, and our Loves, 
E. Of purling Streams, and ſhady Groves f 
No more thoſe tender Notes inſpire, 
No more effeminate the Lyre. 8 
| Attempt, my Muſe, a nobler Sound, 
What Engliſh Hero's deathleſs Name | 
Shall thro' Leiceſtrian Vales rebound, 
And eccho to eternal Fame ? 
from Egbert firſt begin thy Flight, 
Egbert did firſt, with matchleſs Force, 
The jarring Heptarchy unite, 5 


And made Sey'n Channels take one Courſe i | 
| | | = 


o | : R | . 
ds £0 38 85 - _ * 2 ER : 
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tn an indiſſoluble Bond, 


0 oin d long diſtracted Enelelond; . 
rom him the glorious Name we boaſt, 
Nobly obtain d, more noble loſt. 
. IW. | 
ler Alfred next employ thy Thought, 
„ uſtly He claims the Notes He taught : 
ves: ſie Muſes Songs by Alfred live, | 
Let Alfred in their Songs ſurvive, | 
From Nome and Athens, by Alarms = 
fuld, the Nine no Refuge found, 
Barbarian Ignorance, and Arms, 
pread like a Deluge, all around. 
Till the true Pattern of a King, : 
(fred, juſt, valiant, wile, and good, 
bid them in peace and Plenty ling, 
' dilver 1s happy Flood. 
| Ml 


„„ Alfred 


= Ge He 
1 —— 
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Alfred could every Part ſupport, : 
Great in the Cottage, an the Court : 
: When Hren like his Lyre he ſtrung, 

Fate to the liſt ning Dane he ſung. 

: Il. | 
Scotland, Wales, Ireland, and the Dane, 
Renown the Arms of Athelſtane, 

| Who taught proud Princes to obey, 
Then bid them rule with nobler Sway, 
Of Guy, and thy lovd Venta ſpeak, 
Where he Gigantick Colbron ſlew, 
Whoſe Deeds vain Legends dubious make, 
As mock Suns make us doubt the True. 


SI 


From rav'ning Wolves, and rav'ning Danes, 
Th infeſted Land Great Edgar freed ; 
All Ils remoy'd, the joyous Swaing 


Fecurely tun'd th harmonious Reed, 


Say, 


Rewa 
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Gay, Muſe, in what trumphant State, 
The Hero on the Deva fate, 
Whilſt, on each Side, Four ſcepter d Slaves 
[aborious urg the curling Waves. 


IV.. 
Ler hardy Edmund be thy Theme, 
Who, circl'd with Sabrima's Stream, 7 o LY 
Againſt the Royal Dane, Canute, ' 0 4 
Ihe Empire ſingly dard diſpute: SLY, : 
Profuſely laviſh of his own, be: 0 9 
hut frugal of his Subjects Gore, | 
„ I Scorn'd any Arm, but his alone, +. i 
would guard the Sceptre which it botce. ;{i | | 
me, or Edward, from whoſe facred Hande. 


Th' Hereditary Bleſſing ſprings : cn 1) 
(So Heavn, Oer all their wide Commands, 
Rewards the Piety of Kings,). 


Say, | G 3 Obedient 
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oObedient to the Royal Touch, 
(The ſacred Energy i is ſuch 95 


The moſt inveterate Evils fly, 
And Puſtulary Humours dic. 


V. | 
Fox the firſt Milliam tune thy Song, 
Clement as braue, as juſt as ſtrong: 

The Sword of Equity maintain d, 


What with the Sword of War he gairrd. 
Cyprus and Paleſtas” fabdu'd;, 


For the firſt Richard raiſe thy Voice; 


7 ohn too, who P apal Pow'r with ſtood ; 


Peſerves to be the Mule's Choice. 


Unfoiturady wit aid brive; 
(Such was the Thunder ef the Gown * — 


Merhinks! ſee the Royal Slave 
To the Prieſts Feet ſubmit his Crown. 71 


Ox hac 
How ( 
Zeneat 
Which 


OR 
A nob 
From t 
By Hin 
Surv 
Couch 
And 
Unaide 
At 7 
Vith 4 
Did 
\hoſe 
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0+ had'ſt thou, Goddek, rather tell” © + 
How Cambria, and how Sb fell, ning 
Beneath another Edwards Arm, oi H 
Which firſt in Turkifh Blood was a n @: 
VI. 
on fay, docs a Third Edward's Sword, 
A nobler dudert ſeem r afford; 2e 
from the fam d Field of Creſß won ANA 21 
y Him, and his more glorious Son? En 
Surveying the grim Pomp of Death, 
couch d on a Hill the Lon % 11 ef 

And bid dis Royal Whep beneath + bir 
Unaided rend the nablc ry. 2 

At Poitiers too the Lionct, 16 K 
Vith mighty Toils encompaßꝶ d round, 1 95 = 
Did boldly on his Hunters fet, | | 
Vhoſe Prince the Chains he menacd found. 


* 


+ Re- 


Rebellious Gain, taught by his Sword, 


Again rever d her injur d Lord ; 
He ſhow that Crowns, however fair, 
Twas nobler to beſtow, than wear. 
_— _ 
BUT nor theſe Merits, nor his own, 


Could fix their Off. ſpring on the Throne; 


In Richard, ſay, how fickle State 
Attends the Glories of the Great, . 
His abſent Sovereign s Diadem 7 5 
Ambitious Hereford invades, ' | 


And rudely takes the glitt ring 8 


Buy daring Hotſpur's ill plac d Aids. 
This late repenting Pzercy ſaw, 
Aſſerted injur d Mortimer; 


Too late his Worſhip did withdraw, | 


From th' Idol which He hclp'd to rear. 


8 


Witt 


With! 
That S 
The Le 


from | 


Ox fir 
How al 
France 
And fi 
Low 
With I 
Nor 
One he 
But, 
His Vig 
Brol 
And bl 


With Pity generous Douglaſs ien d. 
That Sun, ſo early (ct in Blood. ft vin tn. 


The Laurels wither d, which He Won oy 


from him, at fatal Holden, |, + 
vn. 
OR ling, at Agincourt alone, PR 
How all theſe * Trophics were FELL Hot 
France ſunk, aſtoniſh'd at the or --ort7] 
And fix d her Crown on Henrys Do Marry - ; 
Lowring thro' Clouds of Vice He roſe, 
With Promiſe of a boiſterous Day, 
Nor did the horrid Gloom diſcloſe 1085 
One hopeful Beam, One genial Ray: 
But, at the Zenith of his Courſe, 
His Vigour did at once diſpenſe, N 

Broke out with a Meridian Force, 


And bleſs'd us with its Influence. 


Thus 


1 


90 
Thus That which ſeems a barre a Land, 
And only ſhows a parchirig Sand, . 
In its rich Boſom may infold | 0 
A precious en of puren Geld. 


- 


* — 
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IX. 
Or Salisbury and Tajbot tell, n 


Say how they fought, and how they fell: 


Where Warwick deigns to be a Friend, 
Conqueſt and towns his Steps attend. a my 
| The Seventh Henry ſharchi the Crown 8 
From an uſurping Tyrant's Head, 141 U 

And, by a happy Union, 
Marry d the White Roſe to tlie Red. 
Say, how thi Heav ns propitions ale 07 
Upon Eliza's profprous Reign; | 2 

Wirh Peace and Plenty bleſs the lle, 
And cutb the tow ring Pride of Spain. 


Wouldit 


POEM S ür 


would ſt thou, in maurnſiul Sounds, delane 
Good Charles's too tod hapleſs BND an 
Gief muſt be dumb with ſuch Exceſiy -(/ |» ,// 
And Groans eee tor: u 
Wu AT Laureis hall nt Britain: ow-Wte, 
To crown the States Df Naſſau? 1 N 
by Naſſaits Sword, from foreign. 8 KY 
And from domeſtick Tyranny. 10 EN 23 N 
When fainting: Janes kimſelf nutte, 1 

Unequal to the mighty Wright, 
On his Herculean Neck We nd 
The Burden of the tott ring State. . 
4 And to confirm his Love the more, 
le yielded to the happy Choice, Fre? 

The threefold Sceptre juſtly bore, - | 

Cin by Britanma's grateful Voice. 


it | So, 
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So, whilſt our Engliſh Patron freed, "IC Wt! ot 
From pois nous Jaws, th Egyptian Maid; o ſuch 
Pleas d ſhe ſurvey d the Champion $ Charms, I only 
And took him bluſhing to his Arms, | 

T7 | 2 

Bur hear, my Muſe, a nobler Name, \-. . WHEN 
Anna fills every Mouth of Fam. e mi 
Anna all Theſe out ſnines a8 fr | 
As Cinthia's Orb the glim ting Sn 5 90 4 rofanc 
Her, ſtubborn England, (ever thought 111% How 
Impatient of the gentleſt SwW-ã sj What) 
United with the haughty cut ho v 
Has learn d with Pleaſure to obex. hs In the! 
Abhorring Laurels, ſtain d with Blood, N 4 Hoy 
She bid advancing Triumphs ceaſe, Ini D 
To Great preferd the Name of Good. At 

And gave the weary World a Peace. Like C 


jr cond 


All 


* * 
* 5 
4 


er 4 
4 1 ? 


Sil 
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Il oer her Eagles Conqueſt flew, 
lo ſuch a Height her Glories grew, 
only could admit Encreaſe; 
y condeſcending to be leſs. 


" 

fax Amas Arms—but Io! the Muſe 
e mighty Numbers muſt refuſe ; 
forbear on Waxen Wings to ſoar, 
rofanc ſuch ſacred Themes no more. 

How the fierce Gauls at Hochſtedt bled, 
What Mortal Lyre can juſtly ſound ? 
Who were, whilſt from her Arms they fled, 
I the Ic rapid Danube drown'd : 

How Legions, fluſh'd with Victory, 
And Dread of her tremendous Name, 
At Oudenard and Ramilly, 


like Ceſar, ſaw, and overcame ; 


And 
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And forcd reluctant France to yield, 


At bloody Taſner's hard ought Ficld? 


Where Her undaunted Heroes bore 
The laſt fierce Pangs of dying Pow'r. 


XII 


Tho Phebus (elf his Voice ſhould join - 


In Conſort, with-the tuneful Nine, 
Scarce could th united Chorus raiſe 
Our Numbers equal to her Praiſe. 
- His Fayouritg, Lanſdown; can alone 
For ſuch exalted Themes ſuffice, 
His Sovereign's Glory and his own, 
|. In nervous Lines, t immortalize, 8 
Such Force of wond'rous Harmony 
To him in Gratitude we give, 
As the Stern Eræcians Memory, 


And pious Trojan's thall out-live. 


But 


Ju Muſe, forbear theſe glorious Themes, 
for ſhady Groves, and purling Streams 51 

Return to thy firſt humbler Strain, | 1nd 
CHoris, and thy Loves again. 11 


& 


= _ — — * "WP 
by %# 5 * 2 & * 4 
1 . * . 4 
N * „ E | | N 4 L " * 
. 
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A S ON G 
By the Same. 


UCINDA has the Devil and all, 
Of the bright Thing we Beauty call 4 


ut f ſhe yields not to our Arms, 
Why, what care ! for all her Charins 2 
bcauty's the Sauce to Loves high Meat; 


bur who minds Sauce, that muſt not eat? 


* 
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Ir is need a mighty Treaſure; 
But in the uſing lies the Pleaſurc. 


Thus Bullics, who can only ſect; 


Damn all the Gold in Lombard. Street. 
23 paleneſ 
Groa 
The L OVERS ; Deſpai In Bl 
Then v 

An 0 D E. 
By Mr. S ens 
My! 
| 7 I. How In Feat 
REAK Heart, and cëaſe with Sorrow thus in H 
1 (to ſwell, 
| 3 MO Tk © 102 [now | 
Or ſhrink thy Vcins, that Vanity may end, | 

7; dare 1 


Or elſe relate why my fond Thoughts rebell, 
Or elle forget thou ſervſt ſo fair a Friend: 
Or if thou meanſt to feed on Fancy ſtill, 


Break Heart, for Blood alone can blaze oy IIl. 
Oerflowing 
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0' :RFLOWING Eyes c can but in Water write; 


ell I Ge 4 4 


. 
FAY ec n _ 


Sighs are but Signs of Sorrow, not of Death F 
Ppeneſs i is but a Change from Red to White ; ; 
Groatis are but Pangs of an ocr-ſtraitned Breath; 
Ir Gut Blood ſpeaks all thy bitter rueful State, 

* Mſkecn write in Blood thy Hope, th y Love, thy Hate, 

III. : | 
HERE ſtarting up, I ſeizd the fatal Knife, 

My ſelf reſolv d, and yet in Doubt, to kill : 

In feat of Death, and Wearineſs of Life, 
tho i Hope of Good, and Greedineſs of Ill; 


[now remain, prepar'd the Stroke to give, 


id, 
dare not die, and yèt I cannot live. 
| 1 
*r 
Ill | H A BALL ATM 


B A LL AD; 


By H. HAL I of HEREFORD. 


L- 
LL in the Land of Cider, 


' Near to fair Brampton Brion, 


Such a Prank was play d, 
Betwixt Man and Maid, 
As made all Saints, cry, Fie on! 
2k }- 
I was gentle John aud Suſan, 
Were at that Recreation, 5 
Which, all Men muſt grant, 
If not in a Saint, 


Is perfect Fornication. 


BOTH 


Brisk 


ind ge 


u Tin 


And 


\ 


0 

born Morning, Noon, and Evening, 

Brisk ohn was at her Crupper, | 
ud got in her Geers | 
ix Times before Pray rs, ä | 
And ſevin Times after Supper. 

IV. 

Now John was well provided, 

And &. uſan loyd Coition; 
Which brought the poor Youth, 


o tell you the Truth, 


RD. 


Too oft to Repetition. 
2 * 
Por John being brisk and airy, 
In fnne did ſo ſolace her, | 
hat poor Suſan's Waſte, 


King loofly lac'd, 


Show'd Signs of Babe of Grace, Sir. 
Bor FF 
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| | VI. 
Wulcn when the Knight perceived, 
That Suſan had been ſininng, 
And the wicked Laſs, 
For want of ſome Grace; 
Lovd Sporting more than Spinning z 
vn. 
e purge his Houſe from Scandal; 
And filthy Fornication, 
. And of ſuch bad Ctimes 
To ſhow the good Times 
His utter Deteſtation : 
= vw. 
HE took Bed, Rug and Bolſter, 
With Blankets, Sheets and Pillows; 
With Fonny's coarſe Frock, ; 
And Suſans fine Smock, 
And burnt them in the Kill-Houſe: 
| Au 


WNDC 


On v 


rom Fe 
Id Tri 
Dow! 


t had 
Been 
The We 


[he Kni 


A Bec 


-v 


IX, . 
AxD every vile Utenſil, : Ro 


On which they had been wicked ; 
rom Forms, Chains and Stools, 
4 Trunks, and Cloſe-ſtools, 
Down to the three legd Cricket. 
| * | 
| thad each Thing defiled 


been burnt at Brampton-Brion, 


ſhe World ſure muſt grant, 


ſhe Knight ſoon would want 


A Bed himſelf to lie on. 
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In ſofteſt Whiſpers tell my Pain, 


Tell how I love, and how complain. 


Then, whilſt in wanton amorous Play, 


You Oer her ſnowy Boſom ſtray, 
Or to her Coral Lip repair, 
Or ſport upon her beantcous Hair ; 
. (Happy Zephyr, thus to rove, 
Oer every Scat of Joy and Love!) 
Then, gentle God, my Pain impart, 


Convgy this Sigh into her Heart: 


O, gentle Zephyr, go, and bear 
This gentle Sigh to Cælias Ear: 


This 8 


Her Pi 


Haſte, 
Thy { 
Thou 
Weet 
Thou, 
Which 
May'ſt 
The b 
Haſte, 

The H 
Raiſe ] 


Let Ca 


2. 


This Sigh will mourn my Fate — move 


Her Pity ſure, if not her Love. 

Haſte, Zephyr, haſte, and wing thy Ways 
Thy ſelf mayft there thy ſelf o ferpay. 
Thou from her balmy Breath mayſt bring 
Sweet Odours to cnrich the Spring; 

Thou, from the lovely White and Red, , 
Which my fair Cælias Face Oerſpread, 5 
May ſt teach thy Flora to compoſe 

The beauteous Lilly, and the Roſe. 

haſte, then, and ſince thy Breath abates | 
The Heat i in Flarhe, or Flame creates; 
Raiſe Bil kind God, or Minc deſtroy, 


© 


eG Celia burn, 4 Dany di dic. | 


* . e 
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OO CAORARRDRRHNDDR. 
WE ENE IEICE N 


In Thrinda s Wal TEX 
By the Same. A Gun [mak 


O˙² that again propitious Heavn would rac N laſely 


The tuneful Waller to proclaim, you I Theſe 
_ (Praiſe, And c 


From the bleſt Shades, with Joy he would repait; With 


For what his Sachariſſa was, You arc. 


8 


” 2 The P 
5 13 of the L 55 n wa 
of OVID. LIE. 1. Amor. 


By a Gentleman of OXFORD. Ti 


TFT Wo 1 000 
1 Wonder why the Criticks ſhould pretend, C 
That in inglorious Eaſe my Years I ſpend: xt 
| ball! 


Whilſt in ſoft Numbers tender Loves I mask, 


Nor caſie, nor inglorious is the Task. 
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Tis not for me to ſoar upon the Wing, 
And the bold Youth's Heroick Actions ſing ; 
Who in Third Edward, and Fifth Henrys Days, 
Exchangd, in duſty Fields, their Lives for Praiſe, 


| make got the litigious Bar my Choice, 
Baſely for Gain to proſtitute my Voice. 


pour lese mortal Deeds muſt very quickly die, 
raiſe. BY And over · whelm d in dark Oblivion lie. 


1 With ſurer Steps I tread the Paths of Fame, 
| Lccnity Ss the Poct's noble Aim. 
1 The Poct (hall in his own Verſc 1 ; 
GY and Heroes too muſt in the Poet liye. 
r. 
. TIL I. Wit it ſelf, and tuneful Numbers ceaſe, 
at Old Chaucer in his antique Dreſs ſhall pleaſe. 
. Next ſoaring Spenſer, who E1;za prais d, 
ball live in Fame when Monuments are 1 


4 . S, z Judicious 
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Judicious Johnſon, whilſt Men Judgment uſe, 
Shall be the Glory of our Engliſh Muſe. 


Whil'iſt Nature s Pow rs the mimick Arts Exceed, 


Unletterd Shakeſpear ſhall in Buskins tread. 
| Beaumont and Fletcher, Part ners of the Stage, 


Shall laugh ſecurely at injurious Age. 


What awful Majeſty from Aſilton ſiows ?: 


Glorious in Verſe but infamous in Proſe! 
Immoiltal Wreaths on C oley s Brow ſhall "7 1 
To ſhew the Spring of inexhauſted Wi. 

Wbil ft fond Youths languiſh, and coy Virgins ſigh, 
Sweet $ uckling, and ſoft Waller cannot die. 
Whil't Cooper's Hill oerlooks the nei ehb'ring Vale, 
The Name of Noble Denham ſhall not fail. 
By lateſt Times Roſcommon ſhall be thought, 
The Maſter of the Art himſelf has taught ! 

' Whilſt every tender Breaſt Compaſſion wears, 


None will forget poor Belvidera's Tears. 


Whilt 


Whil 
Who 
[ues | 
The I 
Thy 1 


Sacre: 
To fu 
As al 
Imple 
And 
Ihe 
Ub 
Cong 
And 


ge, 


hilt 
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Whilſt Souls arc raviſh'd with harniouious Things, 
Who can but ten when great Poe ing: 
Let's happy Madneſs ſhall, in time, outvic 
The Lamps the Gods ſtruck up to light the Sky. 
Thy Temple, Buckingham, at once ſhall be 
red to Death, and Immortality. 
To future Ages, Stepney's Name ſhall go, 
As laſting as the Glorics of Naſſan. 
Implacably whilſt cruel Stepdames hatc, 
And ſhort-liv'd Joys bring Penitence too late; 
The World ſhall Tamerlane admire, and know 
Ulſes ſung by Homer and by Rowe. 
Congreve and Prior ſhall Time's Pow'r defy, i 
And Addiſon in Cato never dic. 


TIME wears the Steel and Adamant away, 


The Poct's Labours never can decay. 


- | 1 : The 
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The Pomp and Pride of. a with Scorn 1 
__ (view, 


&: 
And all the Silver Mountains of Peru. 58 
Let the baſe Vulgar vulgar Things didens: 4 01 Tt 


Fill me, kind Phebus, with thy ſacred Stream. 
Give me a Mirtle Wreath, to bind my Head; oN 
May theſe my Trifles be with Pleaſure read, 
By every Love- ſic k Youth, and tender Maid. 


Pocts alive we view with envious Eyes; 


When. gead, thier hin as they deſerve, we 
1 ( Prise. 


EVn I, when dead, th Applauſe of Fame ſhall Tas 
(have, 


Live in my Works, and triumph o'er the Grave. 


The 


ave, 


The 


13 Poet, whoſe too flattring Hopes af: 


The Praiſe of PIN DAR: 
Tranſlated from the 2d Ode of 
the 4th Book of HoR ACE. 


By Mr. TOwWNSENP. 


(pire, 
To reach the noble Heat of Pindars fire; 
Like the fam'd Boy, by no Perſuaſion won, 
Oppoſes waxen Pinions ro the Sun: 
The feeble Wings diſſolve in ſcorching Light, 
And drop the mad Advent rer from his flight. 
Whoſe raſh Attempts to gain forbidden Fame, 


Diſgrace his Fall with a more ſignal Shame, 


And only ſerve to give the Sea a Name. ) 
as 
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As headlong Floods, ſwoln with perpetual Rain, 
No more their once ſurmounted Banks reſtrain, 
Deep Streams of Eloquence in Pindar's Page, 
Swell with ſuch uncontrol ld, impetuous Rage: 
Worthy the Laurel's conſecrated Prize, 

As oft, as his obedient Pen he tries, 

Whether his pompous, dithyrambick Song 

In arbitrary Numbers rolls along; | | 
Or if of Gods he ſings, in God-like Words, 
Or Heav'n-born Heroes, and their AQts records; 
No Bard ſo fit th' immortal Men to tell, 


By whom the Fircs were quench'd, or Monſters 
(tell. 


Or if his Muſe embalms tie Victors Names, 
- Renown'd for God-like Deeds at Piſas Games; 
Deſcribes the Champions, and the fiery Stced, 


Mcaſuring th extended Plain „With winged Speed; 


1 
Each 


Rain 
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th Action with peculiar Luſtre ſhines, | 

\nd warms Us Oer again in Pindars Lines. 

In whole cternal Volume thus to live, | 


greater Praiſe than Thouſand Statues give. 


Nor leſs ſucceſsful, when his Style he uri 
and ſome brave Youth'stoo carly Funeral mourns 3 
Who might without the Muſe Compaſſion move, 
Untimely ſnatcht from the new Joys of Love: 
Ihe widow'd Bride admits of no Relief, 

No Intervals break off her endleſs Grief 

Til Pindar with the Pow'r of Numbers trics, 

To bring the lovely Image to her Eyes; 

Whom he deſcribes ſo vertuous and ſo brave, 


That in his nobler Part he triumphs o'er the Grave. 


LOU GCwYy 


PHIL». 
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PHIL LIS's Re50LUTO. That E 
By W. Wa LSH, Bſg: 1 

| HEN Slaves thcir Liberty require, Upc 
} y They hope no more to gain, 0 
But you not only That deſire, Writt 


But ask the Pow'r to reign. | 


9 


m 
Tx INK how unjuſt a Suit you make, 
Then you will ſoon decline; ; 

Your Freedom, when you pleaſe, pray, rake, | 


But treſpaſs not on mine. 
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8 No more in vain, Alcander, crave, 
Incer will grant the Thing, 


ON, That He, who once has been my Slave, 
Should ever be my King. 


* 8 FU * —_— * 2 


— 


e bow the Reftauration of. King 
CHARLES the Second. 


V ritten upon the late Peace, by a Gentle- 
man of CAMBRIDGE. 


(Fats 
Her exild Monarch, and her fab, State : 

nic ſaw the Widow's Sighs, and Orphan's Tears, 
The Orphan's Tears, the Widow's Sighs ſhe hears: 
de ſaw her Sons engagd in Civil Wars, 


fler Heroes mangled with diſhoneſt Scar: 
IP She 


[ O NG had Brizamia mourn'd her hopeleſs 
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She ſaw her Cities ſmoaking on the Ground, 
And Deſolation ſtalking all around? 

She ſaw the T cmples, her peculiar Care, 

A Prey to every impious Naviſher. 


All this ſhe ſaw, and mourn'd her Fate ſo nigh 


But, like the Swan, could only mourn and die. 


WI Ar not one God durſt promiſe to our Vos 
Bchold, this happy Day at laſt beſto ws? 
Big with; Succeſs, it bounteouſiy reſtor d 
Charles to his Throne, Britannia to her Lord, 
| When the bleſt Martyr had in vain withſtood, 
The impious Rage of a rebellious Crowd, | 
And ſeal'd the Cauſe he fought for with his Blood: 
What Miſeries his boaſted Death enſu d? 
Britons Mill conquer'd, and were ſtill ſubdu'd ! Los 
Encreaſe of Woes the dear- bought Changes bring. Li 


A thouſand Tyrants fox One gentle King! 
| 2 Cruel 


POE M, &c. 
cel Ukuper pace out the Land, 05 
the Malters ſuffer, and the Slaves command: 
Proudly they triumph in ill· gotten Pow, 
\nd on thoſe Acres which they ylonghid before, 
hut Charles, at thy Return, they ſcout away; 
}s Bats can never bear tir Approach of Day. 
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Tavs when the Sun to Weſtern Seas retires; | 
A Thouſand Stars light up their little Fires; 


Cintring they ſhine, and thro the en of 
1 | (Ni ht, 


(aſt a dim Luſtre, and a feeble Likes 85 
þ t ſoon as Phebus darts the Morning Ray, : 
e winkling Orbs 2 flently away, 

ine in the Dark, and h from the Day. 
d! Lone ina Sca of Faction 6 we toſsd, 


S bring our Lives endanger'd, and our Freedom loſt: 


Cruel | 1 2 N No 


— — 
— — 
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No God appear to ſnarch us from our Fate, Tm 
None interposd to buoy a ſinking State. 

The Storms grow high, and rage oer all the Main, 
Oſt of unskilful Stecrage we complain, 
And wiſh our Pilot at the Helm again. 


No other Hand could eaſe us of our Fright, 
| He only had the Pow'r, who had the Right. 
And, lo ! at his Return eur Diſcords ceaſc; 


Faction lies till, and all is huſh d in Peace. 
Thus whill out Saviour, ſailing on the Deep, 
Refeeſh' d his Limbs with neceſſary Sleep 3 F 


: His trembling Followers, with haggard Eyes | 


Saw the proud Deep, in foaming Billows riſe ; 


By want of Faith, to want of Hope betray d, 


They wake their Maſter, and implore his Aid: 


With pitying Eyes he looks on their Diſtrels, ; | 
Huſhes the Winds, and ſmooths the ruffled Sea 


Hi 


Þ, 


Hi 


POEMS, &c. 11 


His gentle Words the threat ning Storm aſſuage, 


The Winds forget to roar, the Seas to rage. 


THE Virtues, exil'd, with great Charles return d . : 
To grace his Reign, as they his Abſence mourn d: 8 
Truth, now ſecure beneath his gracious Smile, : 
Deigns to reviſ t our forſaken Iſle. | 
cheer d by th Influence which his Favours fs 
Religion proſtrate rears her drooping Head. 

A thouſand Graces in her Form appear, 
Exceſlive Mildneſs, Brightnef in her Air, 

kind, but not fond, indulgently ſevere. ; 
The Farmer, freed from Plunder, and from Care, 
That War ſhould ſpoil the product of the Year, 
Now for himſe If alone himſelf employs, 

And, What he ſow'd with Sorrow, rcaps with Joys. 
The rural Maid may now ſecurely rove, 

Weaving new Chaplcts for her abſent Love, 


And fear no rude Actæon of the Grove. 4 
| I 3 Tavs 


* 
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_ 


EE HUS thro all Europe fierce Bellona paſsd, 


Her Cities plunder d, and her Paſtures waſte : 
Eternal War the Deity deſi gnd, | 
Till Anna interposd, to ſave Mankind. 
She bids the Tumult of the Battle ceaſe, 


And gives the lab'ring World a laſting Peace. 


O happy, envy'd Britons, thus to ſhare, g 
Her neareſt Influence, and earlieſt Care! 
To Nations all around her Goodneſs ſhines, 


But to Britannia She her Love confines. 


So when on Latmos Top, Lucina lay, 
And in Loves Joys paſsd the ſoſt Hours away 
The World bclow conſeli the Goddeſs bright, 
Admir'd her radiant Face, and Silver Light : 


Happy Endimion only try d her Charms, 


And claſp d the willing Goddeſs in his Arms: 
The 


EY 
They both Lucinas different Glories prove, 
The World her Beauty, but the Youth her Love. 


* 
11 = „ 
An ODE To DELIA. 
By Dr. EN RICE. 
6 KEE: — | | 
EN Years, like Troy, my ſtubborn Heart 
| T Withſtood th Aſſault of fond Deſite, 
But now, alas! I feel a S mart, : 
„ Poor I, like Troy, am ſet on Fire. 
1 
WIr R Care we may a Pile ſecure, 
And from all common Sparks defend, 
oy But, oh who can a Houſe enſure, © 
= When the Corleſtial Flames deſcend ? 
„ | | 


14 THUS 
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— * 
Tuus was I ſafe, till from your Eyes 
Deſtructive Fires are brightly givn; 


Ah! who can ſhun the warm Surprize, 


When, lo! the Light ning comes from Heay'n' 7 


— 


— — 


Upon a Lady Abies with h 


Face cover d. 


By Mr. B. 


A 


IJ ſets the Sun, veil'd with the Shades of Niyh 


To riſe with fiercer Rays of native Light: 
In Darkneſs we his tedious Abſence mourn, - Chee 
And wiſh for Day, but at his bright Return, ( Muſi 


Are dazzl d if we look, and if too near, we burn. I And 
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leav'n 


— 


ber 


Night 
Light: 


eee eee 
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Jopon MUSIC. 


To Mr. H. PURCELL. 
By Dr. KENRICK. 


- USICK, the noble 8 pring of mighty 


Boaſts its eternal Origin from Joue F 

from Fove it firſt deriv'd its tuneful Lays, 

And ſhould be honour'd with a ſecond Praiſe. 
Muſick can ſmooth the reſtleſs Waves of Care, 


n, 0 cheer gloomy Fortune, and avert Deſpair. 
n, ( uuſick can force the raging Fiend to Flight, 


burn. 


Upo 


And þind him faſter to his native Night. 


| WHEN 
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Wurx Thou, our Eng 2 Orpbeus, fit 
lIthy Tyre, 


: The Billows ſink, and peacefully retire : T7 
Th altoniſt d Rocks, whoſe Wa brate Ade 
Ws 


Fall into Plains belive thy Harmony. E 
The ruffling Wind ſits liſt ning on the Trees, 
The Leaves fold up, and mourn the ſilent Breeze. 


To hear thy Songs the Savages advance, ; + j 
And terribly in dreadful Order dance. | The 
The furious Lion quits his hunting Toil, And 


And ſcarce preſumes to grumble Oer the $ poil. uch 


TH Us when the Nightingale begins to ſing Trar 
Her Evening Hymns, to hail the welcome Spring, Lk T 
The Travellcr miſtakes his homeward Way, 


And, ling ring, never heeds the falling Day ; 


Unmovo * 4 
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Unmoy'd he ſtands, tranſported with Deſire, 


| 12 1 o hear the Queen of all the feather d Choir. 
) Ire * 4 . 8 as \ 
a8, who h f 11 well would praiſe 
wat Hr, who harmonious Purcell well would praiſe, 


lust have a Tongue as tuneful as his Lays: 

from Jubal's Hand ſuch moving Accents fell, 

$0 ſweetly ſung he to his chorded Shell. 

tec Inotheus was a skilful Bard of Yore, 

# 1 otheus pleas d us much, ou Purcell more. 
The Choir of Heavn a deep, Attention lend, 
And to his Muſick from their Skies deſcend, 

oil, MW Such Bliſs we feel, if we but Purcell _ 

Were Tranſport all, and wiſh cach Pore an Ear: 
8 Tranſport, which only can be well expreſt, 
Pr ing In Drydens Words, at * Alexander's Feaſt. 


Biſhop 


— 


— — 


2» 


movd An * of Mr. PVD ENU Apen St. CAciL1Aa's Day, call d, 
” 


ALEXANDERS Feaſt. 
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” | un 
N et e ebe be gehe e Jes dun 
8 des 99 thr e g 1 


Biſhop PAR KER's EY TTA r E on him 
Wich the TRANSLATION. 


HIC jacet Samuelis Oxonienſis Epiſtopi Depuſ: 
tum, qui hoc Elogio poſteris innoteſcere ary 
IMNE S Simultates & privatas Inini 


Non modonon fovi, ſed contempſe 
. Sola Integritate fretus, | 
Nec vivere erubeſto, nec mori reformidy. 
Fide non mfelix, Spe felicior, 
Preſentem vitam utcunq; ſuſtmeo, 
Meliorem expec o. 


Divinam Providentiam tam credo, quam opte. 
 Alulta legi, cogitavi, ſcripſi, 


Omnia ex cujuſq; rei Principijs exorſus; 


Et NG 


ff 


. tamen Nulla magis ſcire * 

25 bum gue per Fidem accepi. 3 25 YN 
| Tranſlated thus: — 
LE private Quarrels, ang inteſtine Jats, 


imc 


Friend * Louthᷣ can tell, how much my 
epi (Soul abhors : : 
Vat. 

9% ; 5 Honeſty what Party « can deny * 
Inini 


for an Inſtance of my Modeſty, © LEE 


xiher bluſh to live, nor fear to die. | 


— * 


Pretty firong in Faith, in He much bone, 


gladly die, now 1 cin live no longer. 

That there's a Providence, Sir, what think Lou? 
ld beliey't, — but wiſh it may be me. 

Mach I have read, have wrote, it is confeſsd, | 
io, ua from firſt Principles each Subject tracd: 


Yet 


— "R 2 — — — 


, Miniſter of Coſmusblean in Oxfordſhire, wha by the Inſtigation 
f Biſhop PARKER, engaged in a _—_ Suit with Biſhop STIL- 
EtNNerrzer, 


AI 
vet after all, mark, what Sam. Parker ſaith; 
My Knowledge is no larger than my Faith, |. 


. 

* I. 
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By H. HALL of HEREFORD, 


Fn this Bumper ſtands by me, Brim 


A Fig for King P. 7 and a E-. t for Carer 


With the Smoke of my Pipe, thus all my Cate 
(., uanill, 


Whit, with their own Silver, we purchaſe the 
 (Spaniſt: 
And fince the whole Flora is taken or ſunk, Boys 


Wel! be, as becomes us, exceedingly drunk, Boys Wt & 


p O, MS, &c. 127 


F = * 8 * * 5 3 * 
= = D ; - 1 
1 1 «+ . : N „ ? 3 
. ; - a | "Ac * i 
4 + - 2 . —_ * „ — Vf * 2 a 0 
The ATTRNIT: To CLOE. 
* 2 * A * F | 
| F | 
„ 6 2 * 
7 
„ 


By Captain 13 


ARE I attempt a Elight high? ? — 
D* No, leſt like Icarus I di 
Je I approach fo gear the Sun? | | 
o, leſt 1 fall like Phaeton. = 12A 
ve bids me ſpeak, and let her lo 
oy much 1 love. Deſpair ſays; No. 

read ſome Kindnek in her Eyes, e aWed, 
Wit fear t attempt ſo great a Prize. 

int Heart ! — it never ſhall be ſaid -—-- 


venture, tho She ſtrikes me dead. 


Ide Platonick 
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 Plaronick L O VE 
By the Same. 


AI! 


10 M E, Jovely Creature, come let's kiſs 


Who can enjoy a greater Bliſ ?: 
Let's claſp, and fold, and ſmile, and prove * . 
The Charms of true, Platonic Love. 

As moderate Rays refreſh the Earth, 
Burnt with the Heat of ſcorching Dearth : | 
As gentle Rain produces Food. Aung 
When rapid Torrents bring a Flood: 
So Kiſſing ſtirs up ſoft Deſire; _ - 

When groſler Pleaſures quench the Fire. 
Thus will our Love be ever new, 


Be ever pleaſing, ever true: 
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e full of Vigour, full of Life, fo 
free from cloying, as from Strife. 


1 
* E 
4 Fa 


E. 
„. 

£4 

#4 


ſhen farther Joys we will not try, 
5 —_ live, and Kiſſing die. 
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Mr. JOHN DRYDEN. 


By Dr. K EN RI ck. 
8 in our late elective Monarchies, 


Whene er the Prince, the choſen Dar- 


ach petty Pow' r would t to the Sceptre riſes 
, ſince Wit's mighty Monarch, Dryder's dead, 


hat an inglorious, chiming Race ſucceed ? 


X : Vile 


{ New Seſfon of Poxr s. 


ccaſion'd by the Dzaru ol 


( ling, dics, : 
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Vile Sonnetteers, who only Sytvia praiſe; < 
And talkative Motteaux, with doggrel Lays, 
Have yet ſo little Grace to hope the Bays. | 7 
Each One the Wreath would to himſelf FOR 
And every Scribler fain-a Laureat be. 


Fome « 
om C 
ach le 
Ind all 


Tom 
ith ty 
te dat 
& by h 


Apollo, who from High beheld their} ar 
And all the tuncfal Tribe at Civil Wars, 
Upon a Ray of his own Light ſlid down, 

To find amongſt the Crowd ſome wond rous Ou, Wore h 
Who might the ſacred Wreath deſerve to wear, 
And juſtly ſtand departed Drydens Heir. 


The gaudy God did ſoon himſelf proclaim, 


Is own 
nd thr 
e Bar, 
To whom, in Troops, the airy Sons of Fame, ben, 
it Sight 
ind by 


From humble Elegy to lofty Epic, came. 


Some come from Will's, and Some from Rouſe 
( come, 


Some wond'rous warm, extremely ſober Some : 


Some 
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dome out of gloomy Cellars upwards bend, 


"m Garrcts ſome, ſix Storics high, deſcend. | 
ih left his known, or his unknown Abode, 
ind all obey d the Summons of the God. 


2 


Tom Durfey firſt endeavour. at the Bays, 
ſth twice five hundred Songs, and twenty Plays, 
The dangling Doggrel hung like Pantaloons, _ .. 
kt by himſelf to other Peoples Tuncs. 
fore him, on an Aſs, extremely odd, 
fs own, and not Cervantes Sancho rode, 
u threaded home · ſpun Proverbs at the God. 


On, 


e Bard had made his Bows, and ſung his Name, 
ne, chen, as the Dev would have it, Collier came: 
it Sight of him the Songſter left his Place, 


uſes nd by that Act alone confeſs d ſome Grace. 


come, 


me: 


23 


Durfey 


Some | K 


; * * * 
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Durfey withdrawn, a Brace of Criticks cand He 


That would by others Failures purchaſe Fame. 


Thou 

Theſe pecviſh Authors take a world of Pains, BY” 
| | 1 5 2 

To ſhow that both the Arthurs have no Brain: 25 

| ; . 5 | 01 

They labour hard to bring authentick Proof, 

nd 


That He, who writ Wit's Satyr, is an Oaf. _ 
| 2 | | | | | ou 
Like Bedlam Curs, whome'cr they meet, they bite WE 

| | A fort 


Whil 


Make War with Wir, and worry all that write, 
Thus whilſt on Shakeſpear one with Fury flew, 
T other his Pen on well-bred Waller drew; N 
Writ on, and vainly venturd to expoſe Who 
The nobleſt Verſe, and moſt exalted Proſe: The l 


To both the Bards Heav'n gave ſo little Grace, 


Peyer 
As of Apollo to demand the Bays. but if 
After a Pauſe---- bright Phebus Silence broke, 


| Leave 
And with aFrown to both, by Turns, thus ſpok 
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« How durſt _ Catiff | Shakeſpea to af. 
(perſe, 


Thou wretched ſt Rhymer in the * cr(c ! 


n 
2 The Muſes Streams on thee have loſt their Force, 
Brai | | 
8 unde! Helicon's a River for a Horſe. 
, 
| And You, audacious Mortal, tell me why 
| You dare my Favourite Maller's Faults defcry 2 
y bit „„ NE 1 
an A formal, awkard, Mood and Figure Fool, 
vrite. | 
Whil'{ all the Plays you write, you write by 

| flew, ( Rule, 

i cen oorred, but mighty mighty 

: ( dull, 


Who would not ſcar, that ſees Rinaldo play d, 
The Author was, with his Armida, mad 5 
Revere the Dead, the Living let alone; 

Bat if, in ſpite of Me, you muſt write on, 
Leave others Works, and criticiſe your own. 


K 3 < Criticks, 


— 


A Line in Mr. R r' Tranſiation of one of Ovid's Epiſtles. 
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ce Criticks, he cry d, arc moſt of all unfit for wh: 
Io fill the peaceful Throne of? awful Wit. Io Aut 
A Tyrant Critick would my State ocerturn, I Nho P! 
Make Poeſy weep, and all the Muſes mourn And to 
2 Who, to the Bays would plead a juſt We 


« Should merit them by his own Excellence: | «0 
" * And not be calld a Wit from others Want of 8 
(Cent. * Muff 


_ ABASH'D with this Reproof, the Bards ſate 


(down Bot; 

: Andi in their Stead ſtood np well bruisd T omBrown As il 
With the bold Rake, the more to raiſe his Fame, Wer 
The Spaniſb Laſs, and Seignior Gaya came: * Tom 
With many a vile, unlicencd Interloper; I! 


And in the Rear march'd honeſt Abel Roper. Ane 
Pin'd to his Back were Rhimes without a Name, * The 


Which oft had purchasd him both _—_ an 
Fame 


Fol 
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ror whatſoc'er was ſcandalouſly writ, 


t. vo Author known, Tom's Carcaſs paid for it: 
Who pray d Apollo to reward his Lays, 


rn, 

urn: nd to much Birch to add a little Bays. 

ce, 38 

„O Rense cry' out r polls Grant me P 
of . 

nt of | 


enſc. al [till thus be teaz'd with damn Tranſla- 


« Cannot an Author French or Spaniſh prate, 
own W Put you muſt make the Fool ſpeak Engliſb ſtrait 
__ As if within this lewd, licentious Town, 

ame Were not enow vile Scribblers of our own. 
Jom, {aid the God, you do not now tranſlate, . 
As heretofare, tor Glory, but to cat : 0 
And Bards ſhould never offer at tlie Bays, 

ame, That often dine but once, in twice two Days. 


5 an 
Fame 


II _» Next 


(tions? 
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NEx 1 9 came, well hoping, that the 
(God 


Would, what was fayour'd by the Town, applaud 
Then vainly reach'd Him Oer that Jubilee, 
Which only in the Title-Page we ice. 

Apollo told 1 with a bended how, 

That * Dorimant was WWildair long ago. 

That it would much diſgrace the Throne of Wit, 
If there an Iriſh Deputy ſhould ſit ; ; 

And wonder d, why he d longer here remain, 
Who in his native Bogs might juſtly reign. 

Of Plays and Poems Crown produc” da Load, 
And all the Lumber laid before the God. 

He ſhew'd him, in moſt vide Heroick Chime, 


Feruſalem once more deſtroy'd in Rhime. 


But 


— 1 


* 4 fine Character in Sir George Etherege s no, call d, Sir — ah 


| 2 Flutter; from which r in t TP to the * ile, is barrow 4. 
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But ſoon was told, that Dogrel-Days were done, 


u the And now 'twas Senſe, not Sound, which took the 
God : (Town. 


land When, lo ! a buſie Bard came preſſing on; 

8 He cleft the Crowd, and elbow d every one. 

And that the Judge his Name might underfiand, | 
He brought a Britiſh Hero in each Hand. 

Who with him in a Coach, their Birth- -place, NOR 
And being alighted, thus addreſs'd the God. 


* I, Great Apollo, come, ſaid he, to ſue, 


For what the World long ſince allow'd my Due: 
!, WM © Gods, who no Envy know, like mortal Men, 
- W* May Juſtice do the Labours of my Pen. 

; Nor yet by humane Pow rs have I been ſlighted, 
4 For ſhould I not be laureated, I'm knighted. 
Then putting Hand beneath a tufted Robe, 

Pull'd out a hopeful Paraphraſe on Job. 


om d. | | | 1 Enough, 
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7 Enough, reply'd the Deity, enough! i 

“ Long have I ſeen thy ad Romantick Stuff, 

5 „Thy doughty Arthurs every where are known, 
« And hays like Fame with That of Bradely won. 

0 Thy rueful Rhimes a conſtant Cadence keep, 

* At once they make us laugh, and make us ſleep 

* And He, in Job, who can fix Pages view, 10 

1 Ought to poſſeſs the Prophets Patience too. | 

« "I would much diſturb the Manes of the Dead, 

Pp Ic I miſ-placd the Wreath upon thy Head. 

His injur'd Shade Himſelf : would Juſtice do, 

8 8 And Ccpilogue and prologue thee ancw : 

* Put up thy Pen, and noble Verſe give oer, 


* Quack, and kill on, but murder me no more, 


STIFF as his Works, elaborate C---ve came, 


Who could ſo ſoon Preferment act, and Fame; 


And 


And 
Miſs © 
Who 
Whet 
His 7 
At ol 
Whil 
Marc 
Then 


He te 


cc 


5 
* Th 
*..24 
0 
« T1 
"0 


Orc. 


K. 


C 3 


And 


T 0 E M S, &c. 


139 


And with him brought the Product of his pen, 
ls Prue before, behind his Back ſtood Ben. 
Who quickly found the Foible of the Town, 
When every Thing, which Dog get did, went down. 


His Double-Dealer at a Diſtance ſtood, 


At once extremely regular, and lewd. 


While in Proceffion by their Parent's Side, 
March'd the Old Batchelor, and Mourning Bride: 


Then, at Apollo's Feet his Labours laid, 


He to his Sire, with good Aflurance faid.” 


« IF, bright Apollo, Young to gain Renown, « 


And pleaſe each Palate in this tickliſh Town, 


Has been my Talent ſtill, and mine alone; : 


* Your Godhcad needs the Laurel muſt allow, 


© Of all your Sons, to beſt become my Brow : 


" © This Truth the U. ts all confels 


Of both the famous Untverſa lies; 


« A 


o 
—— 


— : —— 


— —. , tos 
. we en nai ne r 


— 
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F And who ſo fit to be great Drydens Heir, 
4 As He, who with Him did his Empire ſhare» 


This ſaid, he bow'd, and bluffiſhly fate down : 


When thus the Gad harangu'd his hopeful Son. 


« How can you from that Bard expect the Bays, 


Who Him, that wore them, could ſo ſadly praiſe} 


© That Prince's Title juſtly we ſuſpect, 
e Whom an unthinking giddy Mob clect. 
© If on you hurry headlong with the Herd, 


« Arthur to Abſolom ſhall be prefer'd : 


00 All pleaſing Garth, to Milkourn muſt give Plage; 


I And Med cine leave the Throne of Wit for 


(Gee. 


Eer at the Wreath you reach, All elſe excel; 


« You write correct, but Southern writes as well. 


«. Avoid Bombaſt, ſtill the Sublime perſue; 
« By Merit riſe, and not by Montague. 


« Take 


POEMS, & AA 
« Take Nature for your Gride; and when I ſee 

vou up to Orway come, or Mycheriy, 

« You'll find your pretty Parts ſhall be prefer d, 

« And Time the Bays may get you, and a Beard. 


Ys, Jus v at the Word, a brawny Bard came in, 


iſe? Cheerful his Look, -and manly was his Mein. 


The jolly Muſe, attended by the Nine, 

Came reading into Court, Boileaus Lutrin : 
Whilſt to our Wonder, (how good Wits agree! ) 
Twas ſtrait transform d to the Diſpenſary. 
Apollo, who with Joy the Work had read, 
Inclining to the Bard his beamy Head, | 

With a kind Smile thus to his Darling mad: 

« Others by many Works have ſought a Crown, 
n « Which Thou much more haſt merited by One. 


ke 


e What muſt the World to thy great Genius owe. 
7 


* Who not tranſlate, but thus i improve Botleau? 


pe Thy beauteous Tam his wondrous Senſe ex- 
(preſs, 
* Whilſt all thy W appear in Dryden 
(Drecſ, 


« Wouldſt thou but ſome : few fulſom Couplets 
(raze, 


c Eull « low Flattery, and partial Praiſe, 
« Bclicyc thy God, thou might'ſt demand the Bays. 


NEXT Southern to the judge himſelf apply d, 
With haughty Oroonoko by his Side; 
The Ladies Pity, and the Author's Pride. 
| Southern, who ſtill ſhew'd Nature on the Stage, 


Not whines his Tender, nor too rough his Rage. 
| Apollo told him he deſery'd the Bays, 


Had he contented been to write three Plays. 


Put 


But fin 


Twas. 


Ar 
Fer ſir 
deſolv 
And fi 
dome 
Beſide: 
Apollo 
And b 
Then 

Was 


But { 


No I. 


s. 


gut ſince he knew not when he Glory won, 
Twas juſt, that C apua's Fate ſhould be his own. 


Ar this a Bard, that had uſurp'd the Bays, 
Ferſince the Dearth of Wit, Mac Fleckno'sDays, 
geſolvd to lay the dubious Title down, 

And om Apollo only hold his Crown. * 

dome Annual Odes, Hymns, Elegics, and Pſalms, 
beſides a Play were all that fill'd his Palms. 

Apollo view'd him ſtript of all his State, 

And by his Modeſty ſoon knew Nat Tate. 

Then ſmiling, faid, that whatſoe er he wrote 


Was al ways ſmooth, nor ſometimes wanted 
(Thought: 


* ſwore with Paſſion, by the Lake call'd SH. 
| (gian, 


No Laureat cer ſhould meddle with Religion. 


ö 
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ee In this, ſaid he, ivy Dryden's ſelf was out, 


cc « Who Rill wrote worſe, ther mote he grew 4 
.__ (your, 


ce The ſpotted Panther brought him brindle Praiſe 


1 One got the Gold, and t other loſt the Bays, 8, 
Then after Silence thrice proclaim d aloud, 


Thi Immortal thus beſpoke thi aſpiring Crowd. By N 


} Y 
di 
crc'« 
oHay 
Vik th 


0 wat 


r Tur 


— * E Sons of Wit, tis by your God a 
« 'Till One ariſe to match the mighty Dead, 
« The Wreath ſhall ſtay on the De Facto $Heal 
_ N 
THis ſaid, in Flames he upward took hisElight, 


And ſtreak d the Air with trembling 1201 
(Light, 


hat le 
| Vho u 
Nu uſt to 


A SATYR 


— 
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\ SATYR ag — ManxIAGE. 
By Mr, Butler, the Author of Hudibras. 


? Y what Ainhority do Clergy 
0 in ſolemn Riddle frrictly Charge you, 
ere er you live, in Pariſh or Ward, 


0 Have and Hold from this Day forward > 


Err. 


tf the Parſon were the Cenrry, 
Fig. 0 watch and ward Love s narrow Entry, = 
17 r Turn- key of the ſacred adler, 
hat lets you into law ful Medlock: 

Vho upon Fits ſtill of Erettion. 

uſt to the Dotor for Diredticn : 


ATYR | 
* Who 
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Who always does the Patient anſwer Whe 
By Licenſe, or by publick Ban, Sir. * oF Well 
As if obligd to publiſh Priapiſmus, -  ſ— 


At evry E after, l, Vhitſuntide, and Cargo; 
Or elſe the pert religious Praters 
Will damn you all for Fornicators, 

Meerly to frighten callow Sinners, 

To Wedding Fees, or Marriage Dinners. 
Is nota jucy Girl more. moving, | 

- Who never knew the Art of Lovi ing ? 

And where's the Harm of this, dear Famy ? 
By Heaven, he lyes, that ſays there's any. 
A Miſtreſs is a Wife in common, 
Appropriated yet to no Man : 


A Wife's a Miſs enclos'd ; for wiving 


'S but a Monopoly e ENDO | 
A Fox had loſt his Talc, and for. all 


You are no Fox, you know the Moral. — 
WhelY * 42u 


When Men engag d would once enſlave us, 


well keep the Freedom Nature gave us. 


—— 
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On his bp nn 
POEMS; (after the Manner of the late 
N of DORSET. ) 


hs * 
— 


By Mr. ea 


« N * ſtrange Muſes Country are we 
(thrown, 


So long kept ſecret, and fo lately known? 
As if each Siſter on ſome Indian Wild 

« Wereraviſh'd, and withdrew to drop her Child. 
A Child, which can no careful Nurſing lack, 

but runs, like Partridge, with its Egg on Back. 


L 2 WEIL 
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2 
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Whetlf * 4 Parodie from the frft four Lines of Mr. Drvden'; Indian Emperor, 
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WI L may you; Sir, all Criticks Rules defy, 
For they have none to judge your Poems by. 
Your Meaning they like Revelations gueſs, 


The more they read, they underſiand the le6. 


| Bray E Youth! What Comments in a fame 
| (Age 


Shall with the Darknck of thy Text engage e 
While each ſhall labour to explain thy Mind, 
And make That Role, ou ne er for Senſe de. 
| 6. (old: 
1.1 yet there may be ſome, -— Thy verſe affords 
Letters, and Syllables, nay, perfect Words. 
And does not Senſe from theſe Materials riſe, 


As ſure as Milk makes Cheeſe, and Dough makes 


( Pies 
The C hymiſts ſay, that Dung: hill Earth contains 
All Principles of Nature in its Veins : 


Put 


U Err 


But a 
Till p 
Thus! 
ln the 
fetter 
Till ce 
Thus! 
Fer M 
Nor J 
The & 
And e 
At on 
As me 


by god 


On 
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Till purging Fire their Elements reveals . 
Thus may all Elegance, and Wit profound, 

In the dark-Somewhere of thy Book be found; 
fetter d in Myſtrics which no Eye can ſee, 

Til conqu'ring Flames ſhall ſet the Pris ner free. 
Thus muſt thy ook a bright Burnt-Of ring riſe, 
Fer Mortals ſhall its ſecret Value prize. 

Nor Thou, O Father, for thy Child repine ; 

The N burnt Six Volumes out of Nine. 

And equally myſterious is thy Wit, 

At once for 400 Things, and for nothing fit. 

ir many Oracles from Thee ſhall come, 

y good Expounders, as from Her at Rome. 


Mg. > f 


On! had you livd when Vandals, Goths, and 
| ( Huns, 


Nock d down the Fryars, and debauch'd the Nuns, 


LJ When 
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——ñ4— n —4 1 n 


N 


When Foes the Lands of Learning ravag d cer, 
And H. gat hen Greek, and C briftian Latin tote 2 835 
Thy curious Pages had eſcap'd alone, * 
The Rhime, and Harmony ſo like their own! 

In Admiration they had ſtood, to find 

A Genius of the true Barbarian Kind 10 

And thy Great Name had bore the Laureat's Stil, 
Erom Scythia's frozen Coaſt to Thule's Iſle, 


I 
N \N\ a 


222 en. N XI 
700 6 een dN 99393 
See 
— 


| 
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> PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Wille, to the Revi 
val of the ſecond Part of King 
HE N RX IV. as alter d by 
Mr. Betterton. 


stile 


Written by Mr. SEWEL IL. 


Hakeſpear, who gave our Engliſh Stage its 
0 © (Birth, 


lere makes a Medley Scene of War and Mirth, 


Ic knew his Countrymen's free Spirit beſt, 
Fe laugh in Earneſt, — but ner fight in Jeſt ; 
Now, he in caſic Scenes of Nature charms ; 


and, now, your Hearts with Martial Fury warms; 


Proving, 


ROI L 4 
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Proving, that Rival Nations muſt ſubmit 

To Engliſb Courage, as to Engliſh Wit. 

If ſometimes devious from old Rules he ſtrays 
And treads awry from Ariſtotle s Ways; 

'Tis but to ſhew he dar'd to give Offence, 


And laugh'd at avifh Ties in any Senſe. 


Free, and at Eaſe, the mettled Sportſiman rides, 


And by his Game alone his Motion guides 


Dogs beat upon the Scent, but he purſues, 


| Scizes the Prey, and mocks at diſtant Views: 


Thus S/akeſpear paſſes Nations in his Flight, 
And leaves the laggard Genius out of Sight. 
Yet reins his Pegaſus in full Career 5 


T hey frighten Danger, who no Danger fear. 


* ET, You great Judges, ſometimes wink 


(Crimes 


Moſt were not his, but Errors of the Times. 


Some 


Frefl 
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Sometimes, yet half aſham'd of what he wel, | 

He quibbled, like an errant Pudpit- iir. 
Like wanton Fencers, ſome rude Strokes he made, 


To de the Sah and Toughnel of hisBlade 


Bur all Apologies for Him are wrong, 

He proves his Value by his laſting long : 

And ftill with Pleaſure his bright Fame ſurveys, 
| / ys, 


Ficſher in GEORG Es, than EL IZ A's, Days. 


„ EP I- 
* 0 > * A 
” 3: : N 3 | 


To ſhew my ſelf a Man of Occupation. 
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Spoken by Mr. 1 in che Chr. 
| racter of Fehl. 


By the Same: 


"A S not my Part an odd Onc for the 
| ( Stage? 


A Woman's Taylor, and at Pinky's Age ? 


For Me, whoſe vig rous Days of Youth arc paſt 


To fiddle -faddle round the Ladics Waſt ? 
Jo check the full-blown Breaſt, and fix the Stays, 
Were Things I might have donc in former Days: 


But now, tis ſhewing of a ſick Man Meat, 


When he wants Pow'r, and Appetite to cat. 


Time was, I wanted no ſuch Provocation; 


Then 


Scort 


Then knew I how my Lady s Maid to wheedle, 


ind teach her Ia manage of Thread and Needle. 
And yet how many Copics are of Me! ? 


ho are not That which they pretend t to be! ö 


I 


hat is the batter d Beau in Life's Decay ? 2 


he Thing in Earneſt I am in the Play: 
Fond of the Race, when all his Strength i is Sone, 
He only boaſts of former Plates he won. 


age! dach Prizes only ptove his Caſe the worſe, 
What are old Trophies to a T hree-heat Courſe ? 
aft, The eping Citizen, that jealous Jaylor, 
b nought but Feeble, an unworking Taylor ; 
rays, A Sort of Guardian Invalid of Beauty, 
Jays: Who keeps his Poſt, tho' he performs no Duty. 


Wren ſuch, you fair Ones, would your Loves 
(diſgrace, 


Sorn em, and think of Taylor Feeble's Calc ; 


Many 


| 
1% 
j? | 
1 
i] 


„ 


Many may be, if you their Actions ſcan, © 
A Woman's Taylor, not a Woman's Man. 


— —y * M- 8 
* 


6—— 


_ ———— _ 

— 4 * - 4 TY "IC F * 

5 - - „ 
. bo „ * 


The Ma ETI MisTREss 


| OE : 
TD RINDA has ſuch mighty Charms, 
Bauch an attracting Air, 


None can reſiſt her conqu ring Darts, 


But gladly yield their captiv d Hearts, 
| To ſo divine a Fair. : 
- 
So the myſterious Loadſtone's Pow r 
The wandring Atoms draws, 


From Pole to Pole they take their Courſe, 


_ Confin'd by an intrinſic Force, 


To circle in its Laws. 


MAc- 
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le MN 


NET IC Powers her Charms conceal ; 


But then here lies the Riddle ; 


| cLoadſtone docs its Force extend, 
And ſtrongeſt draws at cither End, 
Dorinda in the Middle. 


* * * - 
. * — 1 
— . mt 


5 


pon CALIA'S forbidding me 
to viſit her. 


By Mr. BE: 4 


(Brealt, 
When forcd from Eden, and the Scats of Reſt ; 
When oft He wept, and turn'd as oft his Eyes, 


To the toſt Scene of all his former Joys. 


N OT greater Sorrow reign'd in Adam's 


With Tears He view'd the ever-blooming Flow'rs, 
The Chriſtal Fountains, and the ſhady Bow'rs, 


But 
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As You like them are beautecus, be as kind. 


But as an Angel barrd Admiſſion there, 

As fair an Angel ſtops my Entrance here. 
Return ye Days, and come ye Hours again, 
When Cælia ſmil'd, a Stranger to Diſdain: ; 
Eer yet ſhe bid her juſt Reſentment _ 
Or ſhed 2 bright DeſtruQion from her Eyes. 
Ah! Fair, you * no Puniſhment purſue, 
bear the greateſt in offending You. 

The ſofteſt Breaſts to Pity are inclin'd, 


Angels, when Sinners turn, a Pleaſure find ; 


8 EE, Cælia, ſee, your Slave to Mercy flies; 
Save him by Mercy, who by Juſtice dies. 


Diſconſolate I mourn, devoid- of Reſt : 


And Gricf ſits heavy on my troubled Breaſt, 
Grant then, in Pity, grant a ſhort Repricve, 
Beſtow one kinder Look, and bid me live. 

Thus 


Thi 
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Thus when the Sinner finds his Life decay, 
pen Nature ſickens, and her Pow'rs give way: 
* When he with Horror views his Actions paſt, 
And rrembling ſees the Hour of Sorrows haſte: : 
If ſome kind Hand the Malady reſtrains, 5 
Recalls his Spirirs, and rebatcs his Pains : | 
5 be Lamp of Life, rekindled, glitters bright, 
: And his Eyes ſparkle with a new Delight. 


* 8 2 — 1 


5 


1 To CL Io, on her Retreat at 
FULHAM. 


g By Mr. THROBALD. | 


T 


The Mountain wither d, and the Spring grew dry, 


Nor Pyabus "—_— to grace the barren Rill. 
Thus : THE 


1 
\ 
IS faid, and Pocts 40 not always lye, 
Soon as the Muſes left Parnaſſus Hill, 


— 1 4 — 


* 8 
- 


ps — a 


8 
— 


N 
1 


— — 


* 
— —ę—e— - C — — On ne - 
— — 9s — —— a 2 - - - — 2 - _—_— — — 
. — — ** — — N — 
— — — — — — * * * 
— —— — — — — — — _ — 

—— — —— — — — — — —— — — — —— — — — — — — — — 4 

a . = rea — . 4+ as. ab N . ee : ” K = 

_ — — tg vi © i. *%s — 2 * n a " - 
4 0 


— — —— — — 


Thenceforth he vie wd the Siſters with Diſdain, 


Bur Favrite Clio his Reſentments ſpard, 


2 4 Hz ſmil'd, and ſtrait to ratify his Will, 
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II. 


T HE God was angry, that the fickle: Train De! 


« Hy 
Whe 
« W 


To him unknown ſhould lightly quit the Place 


A Tribe unworthy of his future Grace: 
III. 
HE C 


cc She ſhall not feel, ſaid he, our deadly Hate; iſ Le 


* To her 1 will transferr the Gifts they ſhar d, 


| ves 
And from the Nine One mighty Muſe create. 56 
8 | „ e er 


IV. 


Breath d out a Soul of true poctic Fire; 
5 Clio, alone inherit now the Skill, 


” * Pleaſing to write, and thoſe that write inſic 


BE 
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M 
z Fulbark thy Reticar] and bleſs the Shades, 
Place; « Sweet as Elyſcum ſtill when Thou art there; 
in, When abſent, diſmal as the gloomy Glades, | 
« Where e dſcontented Lovers feed Deſpair, 
VI. 


HE God pronounce, and all his Godhead plics 


\ 


1 
F; 


© 


Hate; I To make 518 Gifts compleat ber Conqueſt 
| (whole; 


nes het a picrcing Wit, and piercing Eyes, 
Her Eyes ro o captivate the ' Senſe, her Wit to 
5 (charm her e 


„ 


— 
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X OVE faſter, Life, thou tireſome Gueſt, 
M „eee 
Why in this ruin'd Co wilt thou ſtay ? 


: 

; 

f 
11 
1 

x 

' 1 
| 

\ 

8 

7 
6 
| 
{ o 
1 


"ſpire. 


Why am I forc'd to drag thy heayy Chains, | 


chen nothing but the hated Ruſt remains! 5 
M - 


BE 


\ 
. 
7 . — a com: Iota 
— —— papa — arg 8 — Ne 
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The Thoughts of former Pleaſure gall my Breal, 


% 
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My feeble Limbs are with the "os q opel, 7 


And nought, but Death, can give em long f 
| (Ref 


While youthful Blood the well filld Channel fed, 
And oer cach Part a rightly Vigour ſpread, 


hrice 
in 


ad f 


watCc 


Tilt 


Wholly reſſg gnd to wanton Nature's Sway, 


I fol low'd where my Pleaſures led the Way. 


The Wine, which formerly my Goblets c crownl 


T 
Intoxicates, and heavily goes round; -_ 


Now crawl I weary to the Verge of Death, 
With trembling Steps, and painful-heaying Break 


„ 


1 
* 


Or thy Boſom, Earth! and in thy Woml 
Thr 


Grant me the long d- for Quiet of a Tomb. 4 
To thy cold Breaſt my colder Limbs receive; 
They're grown the Clod thou formerly did'ſt give 


hui 


POE. 


rice happy He who Knows not this min 


ſt, 


ongdk 
(Ref 


nels fed, 
ad, 


tin a Stream of Pleaſure glides away, 


nd feels no 0 lagging Hours drag on the ling ging 
5 (Day.) 


watch and bope, that ev ry Galp of Breath | 
ill bring me Aid, and lay me down in Death. 


; i 


ay. — —— — OR — 


TheLoyEr's CHARM. 
By Mr. 8 —— bine 
1088 thrice theſe oaken Aſhes in the Air, 


And three Times three tie up this true 
| (Love's Knot, 


ee Times ſit 1 in this chad Chan. 


Thrice murmur low, She will, or She will not. 
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Go, burn theſe ois nous Weeds in yon n Fire 


This Cyprels, gatherd at a Dead- man- 8 Grave; 
Theſe Schricch-ow! Feathers, and thisprickly Briar; 
That all thy thorny Cares an End may have. 


III. 


THEN come, ye Fairies dance with me around, 
Dance i in this Etrcle, den my Love the Center; 


Melodiouſly breathe. out a charming Sound, 


- — rr r + * 


Melt her hard Heart, that ſome Reworle ma 
(enter 


For Oe 


* r 
a r gs 


x OO: 1 | _ V4 

IN vain are all the Charms I can deviſe, _--. 9 

For Cælia ſtrait can break them with her Eycs- 1 
&J ye b 2585 

3 c A | | 4 i | An 5 
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Een 


rave; 
wo Un Imitarion 2 Anacrent 8 Oo E, 
ve. 4 | Beginning,” . 
— O 49 288 &c. 
ound O ULD I but make grim Death withhold 


His fatal Stroke by Bribes of Gold; 
Down to the powerful Toy I'd fall, 


- ma 4 ſhould be my Foy, my All. 

TY For Gold my Pleaſures Id retrench, ; 
1 Gold ſhould be my Wine, my Wench 3 

2 but ſince, alas No tempting Ore 85 5 
5 an bribe the Fates, be, drunk and poor. 

5 5 Ude 


\ N J ny 


M 3 Advice 


- — ——— — 


| He Honour may confer, and ſome Eſtate, | 
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Advice to 81 L VIA. 


A SAT * R. 


57 Dr. KE NRI CE. 


E AVE not your Heroe for an ugly Lord; 
What Joy can that ill natur d Fool act 


But Honour cannot Diſcontent rebate; 


And who would cer be wretched,.to be great? 


Suppoſe, this Lord: a thouſand Seryants have; 
You to his thouſand Humours are a Slave ! 
If glorious Beds of State ſupport his Pride, 


Yet, ſec, a loathſome Toad lies next your Side! 


Let 


But ( 
For t 
Tho! 
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Let Show rs of Plenty on your Manſion pour, a 
His jealous Eye will ſtarve you mid ſt * _ 


3 aud tarniſh all the Luſtre of your Ore. 


A coſtly Splendour may adorn your Houſe 3 


\. But, oh! that conſtant Nuſance, calld your Spouſe! | 


With gilded Outſide tho' your Chariot ſhine, 
R. The Beaſt that ſullies all, your Lord's within. 


Tho' r with Flanders-Six, might flaunting | 
| (ride, 


Lord; With ſuch a Partner ſcorn the nauſcous Pride 
ford? Wl The Fool i in State muſt this Reflexion caiiſe, 


The viler Brute is drawn, the nobler draws. 


it! YoUR Charms, WC grant, would aged Eu- 


(nuchs move; 
But Clowns and Fools can never rightly love. 


por tho uncommon Brightneſs gilds your Eyes, 


Thoſe Gems your Indian knows not how to prize, 


ie! e 
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Your beautcous Face and Shape might Saints pro. 
(Voke, 


And will you with a Bend endins the Yoak! * 
Ah! Who, for Cold would bear the matchlcſs Evil, 
NO live in Hell, and 2 with che Devil! 5 


Courp Wealth and Titles ; nuptial Pleaſure 
, (give, 


What Monarch would repine, whatEmpreſsgrieye 
But, oh! the Pangs which Royal Pairs ſuſtain, 
When, i in Affection looſe, their Hands they chain; 
No Grandeur cures the Smart, no Pom p the Pain 


With reſtleſs Thoughis, from Face to Face they 
(row; 


And fix, on any Thing they meet, to love. 
Hence oft the Throne deſcends to humble Plains 


Kings ſigh to rural Nymphs, and Queens to Swains. 


THEN 


pro- 
oke, 


1EN 


Who knows your Worth, will beſt your e 


* ” 
; | 2 


T HEN, Silvia, would you wear a happy Nooſe, 
A Lover, equal ti to your Beauty, chuſe: 93 
A Lover, wiſe of Mind, in Morals good, 
So will your Charms be priz 'd, and underſtood. 


(fix 3 
Half of Enjoyment's loſt for want of Wit, 
Chuſe Qne, to whom your heay'nly Virtues are, | 


His Morning 8 Tied, Noon' s Pride, and Even- 
( ing's Pray 2 


Whoſe Warmth your fierceſt Joys can never 
(tame, 


Who feels no Utermiſion of his Flame, 


But ever is unpall d, and ſtill the Same. 


Should Such a One but for your Pity ſue, 
| Whate er hes worth in Gold, he's worthy you. 


For where good Humour, Wit, and Love are join' * 


Strephon neer frown'd, and Phillis ne er repin d. | 


S 


On 
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On SILVIA Singing 


By the Same. | 


„ 


She has doubled her Charms, and will 


(conquer us all; 


1 


| Tho, alas! Im 0 frail, I needed but One, 


The leaſt of her G had made me to fall: 5 


Bur o thick are the Darts Which. ſhe ſcatters a. 
(round, 


That Strephon, poor Strephon, all but oneWound, | 


II. 


4 HE Charms of her Face, and the Charms of her 
(Voice, 


For abſolute Ruin ſo fiercely conſpire, 


That the Spark, firſt ſtruck out by the Dint of her 


(Eycs, 
By the Force of her Breath! is blown fatally hight. 


But 


I Heard, and 1 ſaw, and am throughly undone, | 


an 


But S 


For I 


— 


7 


For 


M 


> 


. 
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But Strephns | is Such, he the ſcorching ne erblames, 
For Love's Salamander can revel in Flames. 
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* 


The RESOLVE. 
By the Same. 


ES, I muſt love her ſtill, th& well know, 


<P blaſted Fruit can nc er to Ripeneſs 
| Ugh 


Yet ſtill to ow ſhall be my ti Care, 
As Men plant foreign Trees which never bear: 
For tho our colder Clime denics the Fruit, | | | 
Gay arc the Bloſſoms, and the Branches ſhoot. 
| 5 N 

I Is mean, to make Enjoyment all our Scope; 
Tis great, to love on ſtill, with little Hope. 

My generous Soul no Intereſt can regard, 


A virtuous Paſſion is its own Reward : 


Its Warmth is ſuch, and burns ſo purely bright, 


'Tis not a Flame, but chearing Ray of Light. 
uh is my Paſſion which round Szuia plays, 
And, if it meets a kindly Fewel, ſtays : - 
But if on Parts too cold it chance to ſtray, 95 
It modeſtly leaps back, and mounts away. 
Canaan J ſtill purſue, like that dread Man, 
Who firſt the Travels of the Jews began : % . 
Tho 1, like him, the Land muſt ne er poſſeſo 
But only ſee it from a Wilderneſs: 
Yet will I celebrate the Land, to ſhow 
To Others where the Milk and Honey flow. 
My Paſſion thus is wholly free from Care, N 
Nor chear d by Hope, nor ruffled by Deſpair, 5 
Tis all my Silvias Praiſe, without a Pray r. 


No Friends it Wants, nor tears 1 it any Foes, 


It graſps at nothing, and can nothing loſe : 


5 Thus 


. 
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Thus Pilots on the Occan's Surface ride, 
Not dive for Treaſure which the Billows hide. 


Thus Travellers, who ſee the Indies ſhine, 
With Pleaſure view the dear, forbidden, „ Mine, A; 
All they obtain is to return, and tell 

How much the en Lands their o own excell. 


2 


ruus, ſite of al the Word, 1 loye my nE, 
Still will I gaze, ang Rill her Charms declare. 
The Muſe my beauteous Silvia Ril ſhall praiſe, 
Till future Ages ſhe to Tranſport raiſe ; F 
Till ſhe all humane Kind to Paſſion. move, 


Women to Envy, : and the Men to Love. 


U 
— 
. 
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An E15 T LE toa LAPD v, 8 
ſolv'd againſt MARRIAGE. 5 


By W. WA Ls R, Efg; 


M M, I cannot but congratulate, 
ö Your Reſolution for aſi ogte State l 


. Ladies, who would live undiſturb'd, and free, ; 


Muſt never put on Hymnen 5 Livery. 
Perhaps, its Outſide ſcems to promiſe fair, 


But underneath is nothing clſe bur Care. 


If once you qe the Gordian Knot be ty d, 1 8 


Which turns the Name of Viegin into Bride ; 


- That one fond AQ your Life's beſt Scene foregocs, 


And leads you in a Labyrinth of Woes ; 5 


Whoſe ſtrange Maanders you may ſearch about, 


But never find the Clue to let you out. 
The 


See 


| => 
* « * 4 
— * 
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The marry d Life affords you. little Eafe, 


The beſt of Hiusbands is fo hard to pleaſe. 

This in Wives careful Faces you may ſpell, 

Tho they diſſemble their Misfortunes well. 

No Plague's 0 great, as an ill ruling Head, 

Vet tis a Fate which few! young Ladies dread: 

for Love's inſinuating Fire they fan, 

With ſweet Ideas of a God. like Man 
Chloris and Phillis glory d ins their Swains, 

And King their Praiſes on the neighbring Plains; 


ch! they. b accompliſh'd,. charming 


( Men, 
Angels I marry'd, but ptoud Devils rien. 
Sure ſome reſitles Power with Cupid et 


Or we ſhould have more Virgins, fewer Brides ; 


For ſingle Lives afford the moſt Content, 


Secure and happy, as they re innocent: 


Bright 


los ORIGIN AT; 


- Bright as Olympus, crownld. with endleſs Eaſe; 
[ = And calm as. Neptune on the Halcyon Seas. 
* Your Sleep is broke with no domeſtick Cares; 
No bawling Children to diſturb your Pray'rs : ' 


No parting Sorrows to extort your Tears, 


1 — 


No bluſtring Husband to renew your Fears 


8 :4.#- 3 


Therefore, dear Magdams. Th: a n adviſe, a 


Suppreſs wild . £ ing dares rebel! 


T% 


There's no ſuch thing as leading Apes in Hell. 


) 5 * : 4 *% 5 ; * » £ 
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A TAF H. 
On a Gendeman Who died the Day ai 
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8 HE firſt departed; He for One Day tryd 
To live without ber,  lik'd it not, and dy'd. 


2 RT 


his Lady. | 111 7 I © 


And 


eolong the bright Meliſſas Stay. 


Set to Muſick by Mr. Di EANE. 
h 9: | 
THEN from the Plains Meliſſa fled, . : : 
W The fad Amintor ſightd ; 
And thus, whilſt Streams of Tears he ſhed, 
| The mournful Shepherd cry d. 


IL 


But You, like Her, my Pray'r deny, 
And cruelly away you fly, 


N i Yo Ye 


D 
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CV 
Vet tho ſhe i ſhe leaves TY Co Unm 
Her lovely Image i in my Mind. . 
O fair Meliſſa, with me ſtay, 0m 
Or take thy Image too away. e 
IV. 
See! How the Fields are gay around, 7 Up 


And fragrant Flow'rs adora the Ground ! * 
As if the Fields, as well as I, 
Were proud to pleaſe Mulas low. 


V. 


| By T now, you Ficlds, no more be Sa; ; = 
"5 Flow rs, no more your Charms diſplay! RC 

Tis Deſart all, now You are fled ; 1 ang! 
And Paradiſe is where you read! ! Die: 

\nd 9 


Ui 
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NE 
Unmov'd, the Virgin flies his Cares, 
To ſhine at Court, and Play : 
To mournful Shades the Youth repairs, 


To weep his Life away. 


—_— }_ 
CC — — 
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Upon! a Fe ak Miſch ief- Maker. 
By the Same. 


ROM Peace and gentler Toys Devilla flies, 
F And loves to hear the Storms of Anger riſe: 
hus Hags and Witches hate the ſmiling Day, 

8 port in loud Thunder, and in Tempeſts play. 
on er Commendations praiſe you into Shame, 
and from her Mouth Diſparagement is Fame. 
Didarisfy'd, if pleasd, She feeds on Wrong, 

\nd gathering Scandal grows upon her Tongue. 


JN 


N 2 Es Thus 
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Thus Froth and bannt Weeds, and — 
 _ (Straw 


Whilſt the pure Stream glides on, the Whirlpodl 
( draws. 


In Beauty She Deformity can ſpy, 
And turns all Yellow with her jaundicd 8 


To ſcandalize i is Muſick to her Ear, 
But odious, generous, Deeds tis Death to hear. 
Thus the vile Maggot in Corruption breeds, 


Battens in Filth, and upon Ordure weeds. . * 


. may She ſtill perſiſt to curl my Name, 
Still diſcommend, and rail me into Fame 
So Phebus, thro' the Zodiac takes his Way, 
And amidſt Monſters riſes into Day. 


On 


Oating 


2 e b E 0 
draws. 


on BEAUTY. 


* By Mr. 7. JoRRSO oN. Jun. 


EAUTY, great Product of th eternal Mind,) 


. B Off. ſpring of Matter from allDroſs refin d, 
faireſt Idea of thy Maker to Mankind!“ 
You N forth Chaos from thick Clouds of 
IC, . (Night, | 
= bou crown'd the Sloopy Maſs with radiant Light, 
y, And jarring Principles i in Order did unite. 


tor thy Sake, Providence's watchful Eye 
Still Keeps the World in perfect Harmony, 


That Nothing ſtart, and ſpoil the beauteous Sym- 
(metry. 


— — — 


Led 
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Led by Your . our r Thoughts we mount Tren- 


5 (oe w 

| To view, and praiſe, the Fountain of = Love, 

- Nor can bis mighty Power ſo well; {his Eflen( | 

: (prove. 16 
Fuet when! in humane Shape we feel thy Power, Al 
By blind Miſtake miſled, wc ceaſe to ſoar; Witt 
And Thee, inflead of thy eternal Spring, add | In 
* hut x 
; f Crea 

To M I R A angerd 
By the Same. 8 
VVV 
\ \ 7 HAT an unthinking Sot was I, : v. 
| | SO {wect a Nature to diſpleaſe; Wre 
And arm to Rage that Clemency, Wh 


From which alone J hope for Eaſe ? 


N 3 Frenzy 


frenzy of Love ! ſuch Methods to employ, 
boye Which contradict their End, and ſp it wy Joy! | 
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ove. ji Tur fend, admiring, knnolie Free! 101 ld 
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But now I ke, _ Þ juſt Seen 


8 
W534. 
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CV 

For, Io! my 1 
Thro ber forbidding Looks more wake, 

Shakes my aſtoriſht Soul, wich, Fear, 
Yet irongly docs my Soul inxite. 


Great Love rewards tas a Contempt, 72 Me. 


hy - 


"4 | Wretch that Jam! To whom ſhall | repair? 


Who ſhall conduct me tho this Maze of Care? 


Frenzy ß N4 ASSIST 
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As$1sT me, Love! in vain I cry; 


He doom'd the Torments I endure: 
Shall 1 for Eaſe to Mira fly ? 

Kindneſs, inrag'd, allows no Cure. 
Yet is She mild, yet 'good in Goery Thoupt, 
And humble Minds have Tyrants Mercy taught. . \ 
'S$xx then your low Offender, full 

Of decent Fear, and humble Truſt ; 


Stat 
Think Torments, the Rewards of Ill, : 
Too long inflicted grow unjuſt: : 
| And judge this Conqueſt of Your ſelf compleat, =_ 
: Nobly to check a reaſonable Hate. | 
| | Bu! 
6 bs 00. «FD; . : q | 
Ce © Nha 


The 


RESIGNATION. 


ght. „n ny a L AD v, A h RN r Reque . © 


8 AT Pow” 81 at 1 Almighty Hand 


Vengeance and Comfort ever watt ; 3 


Starting to Earth, at thy Command, 


To execute thy Love, or Hate: 


leat EE I 
Tux Indignation knits the Brow 
On Thoſe, who dare to Sin give Way; — 
But Who's fo perfect, Lord, below, 
As never from thy Word to ſtray ? 
The ä 
7 
== 


Thon dot & the Word of Comfort ſpeak, 


And r up our r Crimes no more. 


5 [ 4. a» $ 
* oy 2 


O then thy mighty Grace difplay, . .. 0 977 
And thy offending Servant ſparc ; ; I 


n 


Wich Pain . Say walt ene 


* 17 142 1445 


Gn iEr has my Blood and Spirits drank, IIe 

My Tears do like the Night-dew fall: ; 
My Checks are faded, Eyes! are funk, * Th 
And all my —_ arc aft with Galt. | 


ff acl 
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ruo U « can'ſt the bey Hand withdra, 
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That bends me downward to > the Grave; | 


One healing Tquen my Pains can _ 


And thy declining Servant fave... . 


BUT if thy Juſtice has decreed, b 
I till muſt languiſh out my Days 3 
Support me in the Time of Need, 


Patient to bear the flow Decays. 


Thy Viſitations ſtill to prove; 


Thy Judgments do'thy Mercy | ſhew, 


Since, Lord, | thou chaſtneſt in thy Love. 
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Not 
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Mu 

The I of «2 Musici n FF 
Lift 

and the NIGHTINGALE. = 


Tranſlated from STRADA. | Cat 


The better Half of his great Race had RY 
With milder Fires he urg d his downward Way, 
And Silver Dews deſcending cool'd the Day. 


— 


=> *y Mr. Bay, 


OW. turning from the ſultry Noon, "Uhe 
5 (Fun 


Near Tyber's Streams a fam d Muſician ſate, Ar 
Beneath the Covert of a green Retreat; 80 
Pleasd with the Shade, he play d harmonious Airs; Ar 


| Secure in That from Heat, in Theſc from Cares: 


Nor 


Airs; 


ICCS : 


Nor 
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Not long unheard, for midſt the Leaves there ſtood 
A Nightingale, the Songſtreſz of the Wood; 


| Drawn by his Muſick from the neigh'bring Glades, 


Muſe of the Place, and Tenant of the Shades. 
Liſt ning a while, ſhe, harmleſs Syren, ſtay'd, 
Then join d the Conſort, as the Maſter play'd : 


Catch'd every Strain, and from her warbling 
(Throat 


Eccho d the various Strains, and Note return d for 
| ( Note. 


To Phileomel, with Emulation fir d, 

Orpheus indulg d the Play which ſhe deſir d; 
Tunes well his Lute, another Meaſure tries, 
And Oer the Strings with winged Swiftneſs flies. 
Strong every Touch, enchanting the Delight ! 
And thus begun the Prelude of the Fight. 


SWELLING 


” „ . a * 
15 ef: 3 . 
4 2 - . 
L a wy D * 2 2 
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* 
- ha * 


$ WE L L I Ne G with Pride, ſhe firives 3 Voice 
gs LIE (to raiſe, 


Thrills out her thouſand Notes, ten thouſand Ways: 
Sweetly they flow in Raptures from her e 
And give him back the Challenge of a 4 Song, | 


Tux Lutaniſt, provok'd, his Finger flings, 


In ſportful Scorn, a-cxoſs the trembling Strings; 5 


Fills now each Chord, now in wild Deſcants ſtrays 
Now ſoftly ſlurs, now ſtrikes diſtincter Lays: 

In Numbers ſmooth, now vents a gentler Strain, 
And now returns to his firſt Cloſe. "gain. 


HE 1 — When Phileme! reſumes her Part, 


| Tries every Note, and Art repays with Art. 
Firſt, as ſhe ſeem d unskilful, or in Doubt, 
That, if She dard to ſing, She might be out; 


With 


— —— 
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7 0 2 M &, Vc; 


| (ich equal Tone ſhemodulats bet Song. 
And in one undivided Tenour trails 8 8 
Unvanquiſh'd, ſhe ſo. lengthens out her Note, 
ks if the Stream of Sounds run thro” her Throat: 
The Mcaſures then ſhe cuts with nimbler Pace, 


1 36,4 
Voice 
} raiſe, 


Ways: 
nu, 


: a 
SG 4 


Deals out her Voice; and anſwers Grace with Grace: 
WES With num'rous Tremblings warbles every Trill, 
- Wand i, an—_— now ſoft, now ſhrill, 
THE lſtning Maſter fond amaz d to meet 
Wo ſmall a Pipe, that breath'd a Note 0 ſweet ; 
A Note ſo ſweet, wo various, bid him ply 
More wond'rous Art, or loſe the Vidory: 
art, | More wond' rous Art to every String he lends, 
And Flats and Sharps, in tuneful Diſcord, blends, 
Now tow'ring Trebles the bright Movement grace 


Now are repeated in the lab ring Baſe. 


7 . 
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In brisker Tides now loftier Accents flow, Wud « 
Now groan the ſurly Symphonies below; Jor, b 
Rough as the Clangours of the martial Jar, He (ai 
Which rouze the Cor and provoke the Wa. I zioft, 


from 
TH 1s He por d: More her mn 


(Tongue ind“ 
Shakes every Note, and 3 the lovely Song: from 
With artful Cadence now ſhe ſmooths her Strain Now 
She riſes quick, and quick She falls again. 


In tuneful Streams the rolling Numbers float, 


Run to and fro, and eccho thro her Throat. 3 


By turns the Sounds in vigorous Rap _ fy, ind! 


By turns in gray cr Extaſies they dic. * 


To Accents, high or low, by turns ſhe comes, 


And mocksthe pratling Fifes, or thundring Drums. 


he 


With 
Taz Lutaniſt, enrag d, with Bluſhes wot, 


Ill quickly check the Triumphs of thy Pride; 
—_—_ :.- | And 
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* And erer ſtrike thee, little Minſtrel, mute; 
HY | Or, boten yield the Conqueſt of my Lute, 
Ine aid, -- --- and ſtrait his wanton Fingers bound, 


Aloft, alow, and urge inimitable Sound : 


from String to String in dancing Notes they fly, 
And This, and That, and every Meaſure try: 
from End to End his Hands each other chace, 


Now Mi. into the Chords, now whirl their 
(airy Race. 


oain thay deeply roll, then tinkling leap, 


at, uud then they mix in a melodious Heap; 
F weetly at once they riſe, as ſweetly fall; 
iy * Wd then the mighty C horas triumphs over all. 
e ccas d: and ſtood expecting what Reply 

1 ie rival Bird would give his Harmony : 
Drum hen She: (cho her late Exerciſe had wrought 
W With too much Roughneſs in 8 fine a Throat) 
le; 

And 


8 Im+ 
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Impaticnt to be foild, attempts again; | 
Rallics up all her Pow'rs, to breath a Strain; 
Labours and ſtrives, but ſtrives, alas! in vain. 


How could She imitate the various Noiſe, 


Pour d from a thouſand with her one ſingle 
(Voice! 


How could her Phe run the majeſtick Rounds, 


Which ſwell the Chords, Nah ſuch a Pomp of 
: (Sounds! 


Unequal to the Sorrow and the Strife, 

She left at once her Muſick and her Life: 
Conquer d with Grief, and ſtruck for cer mute, 
She fell, and dy d upon the fatal Law. 
So ſweet a Songftreſ had a Right to have 


No meaner Honours, than ſo ſweet a Grave. 


THrvs every Breaſt the Love of Fame inſpircs, 


And ev'n the ſmalleſt glows with generous Fires. 


The 


e 
Seed 


The F ourth Eclogue of Vixen, 
_ Tranſlated. 


ſingle 
_ By the Same. 
ads, | 2 

85 4 1 IC1LI1AN Muſes, ſing ſublimer Strains; 
mp 
ounds! d All are not pleasd with humble Shrubs and 


( Plains. 
Woods we ſing, be Woods the Conſul's Care, 
ett rural Lays invite his lining Ear. 
mute, . „ Fo 
Pov are advanc d the laſt, propitious, Times, 
Jo oft foretol d in the Cunigan Rhimes. : 
= Majeſtick Years, a bright, auſpicious Train, 
Again ſucceed, and bleſs the World again. 
The golden Days ſhine on the longing Earth; - 


Al Nature ſmiles at thy Celeſtial Birth; 


nſpires, 


Fires, 


Thell 0 2 | Thy 
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Thy Birth, O godlike Boy, is ſure Preſage For 
of t the quick Ruine of this Iron 4 | Th 
1 I Wit 

O chaſte Lucina, kelp the labouring Womb, 
Bleſs'd with a Boy, fromwhom our Joys muſt come And 
Apollo reigns! In this Hufiricus Year, Safe] 
In all his r Pollio (hall appear, 5 ry * 
And, lo! the mighty Months begin their great 2 
Career. N And 
If any Marks of our old Crimes remain, FD Xo | 


Their dreadful Looks ſhall threaten us in vain, N clo. 
Sav'd, by the Influence of thy happy Reign. Mir! 
Enroll'd with Gods, Thou, ſacred Babe, ſhalt be, 
By Gods and Heroes ſeen, and Gods and Heroes ſee, 


The Father's Virtues, blooming 3 in the Son, 


Shall make the jarring World, in Peace, thy own. 
mnurtur d Soil for Thee ſhall Offrings yicld, 


ant Incenſe breath from every Field: 


For 


For Thee ſhall ſpread the Honours of che Vine, 


Ih Acanthus bloſſom, and the Ivy twine: 


With out: ſtretch d Dugs the Goats ſhall ſeek datt 
| (home, 


And, lab'r ring, ſcarce the Threſhold overcome. 


Gefely the Herds ſhall the rich Mcads explore, | 
| Nor tremble at the Lion's angry Roar : 


The ſmiling Flow'rs ſhall on thy Cradle ſpring, 


And Chaplets weave, tocrown their Infant King. 
No more the Snake in matted Graſs ſhall lie, 


ain, I (loath'd with its Verdure to betray the Eye, 


but nakedly be ſeen, and ſoon as ſeen ſhall die. 
galt be, ¶ No more the Soil ſhall noxious Plants produce, 
roes ſec, WPleaſing to View, but fraught with baleful Juice. 


1, W. here grew the Weed, the Roſe ſhall ſcent the 


(Skies, 
y own 


vs yield, nd Mirtle Groves from cogpod Wilds aritc. 
# 4 But whon of Heroes Praiſcs thou ſhalt tell, 
eld: 


ind from thy Father's Vertues learn t'cxcell; 
| 1 — In 


For 
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Im: every plenteous Field, Thou ſhalt behold at! 
The yellow Harveſt wave with ſheafy Gold. = 
Each lowly Shrub rich Spices ſhall adorn, -- The 
And Purple Cluſters bluſh on every Thorn: No 
Ambroſial Dews the buen Heaths ſhall fill | No 


5 


And Honey from the knotted Oaks diſtll, Vo 
Some Tracks of ancient Fraud ſhall yet remain, but 

| Urging Men on to plow the Waves for Gain; Wh 
Build Citadels, and Towns with Walls ſurround, The 
And trace long Furrows o'r the fertile Ground And 
Tiphys again, by Sea, ſhall tempt his Fate, as 
A ſecond Argo groan bencath the Weight Tis 
of Demy-Gods, and Heroes for her Freight. 

To Troy Achilles ſhall 1 again, 0 
And drench with Slaughter her enſanguin d lain The 
But when thou'rt Man, Merchants at Home (halt 2 

(keey And 


Nor brare the Dangers of the faithleſs Deep: 
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at Home, all foreign Raritics ſhall grow, 


N And every Product. every Soil beſtow : 

The Ox no more ſhall hurt th unlabour'd Ground, 
7 Xo more the pruning-hook the Vine ſhall wound: 
I No various Colours ſhall the Wool bely, 


Nor Art deceive, with a falſe, bluſhing Dye: 
But every Field ſhall feed a horned Fold, 
Whoſe Fleeces ſhine with undiſſembl'd Gold. 


And in bright Robes of native Scarlet range. 


Advance, you bleſſed Times, the Siſters faid, 


Tis our Decree, be our Decree obey d. 


O darling Offspring of the Gods, purſue 
The Paths of Glory, open to thy View; ; 
Alert thy great Hereditary Line, 


8 Land Time ſhall bring their Honours to be Thine. 


04. SCC x 


The tender Lambs ſhall bearthe wondrous Change, 
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Sue! Heav'n, Earth, Seas, from their fixt Baſ 
(nod, 

Shook OD the Thunder of the Youthful God!- 

See! now reſtor d, how they applaud their Doom, 


And hail the glorious Days, which crowd to 
(come, 


O! might I live ſo long, to bleſs thoſe Days, 
(But what Life's long enough to ſing thy Praiſe ?) 
Not Thracian Orpheus ſhould excell my Lays; 
Nor Linus ſelf, tho' each the Help ſhould uſe, 
One, of his Father-God, cs, of his Mother-Muſe: 
Arcadian Judges ſhould their Pan condemn, 


Were Pan with me to ſing, and Pollio s Son my 
(Theme. 


BEGIN, ſweet Boy, thy carly Virtues ſhow, 
And with auſpicious Smiles thy Mother know : 
Ten tedious Moons could ſhe ſuch Pangs endure, 


Sweet Boy, be thy auſpicious Smiles her Cure. 


A 


Alu 


A 
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Baſis A luckleſs Doom is for the frowning Child decreed, | 


(nod, No God ſhall — his Feaſt, nor Goddeſs bleſs 
— | . (ls: Bed. 
om, : 


Le 


CLELIIA 70 URANIA. 


ODE; By . Walſh, Eſq; 


ile, 1 

Muſe: HE diſi . : . 
iſmal Regions which no Sun beholds, 

wo Whilſt his Fires row] ſome diſtant 

n my World to cheer, 

heme 


Which i in dry Darkneſę, Froſt, and chilling Cold, 
Spend one long Portion of the dragging Yeay, 


At his returning Influence never knew 
* More Joy, than C lelia, when ſhe thinks of You. 


3 n 
4 11 
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II. 
Thoſe Zealots, who * the Riſing Sun, 


Would ſoon their dallng g Deity delpie 

And/with more warm, more tre Devetiol u 
To worſhip nobler Beams, Urania's Eyes; 
Had they beheld her lovely Form Divine, 


Where Rays more glorious, more attracting, ſhine. 


11, 
But, ah! frail Mortals, tho you may admire 
At a convenient diſtance all her Charms, 
Approach Them, and you'll feel a raging Fire, 


Which ſcorches deep, and all your PO I dif 
(arms: 


Thus, like th dies Bird, your Care proceeds 


From the bright Object, which your Pleaſure 
(brecds. 


A 


ine. 


dif 


ms: 


eds | 


ure 
ds. 


A 


\ 
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b 8 


A DraLogus, between Sohhro- 
nia and Lalbeſſa; A Diſcreet, 
and Goſſiping Lady. 


$ Sew 
PEP 


By Mr. T. Jounsox, 


LALOESSA. 
"ADAM, I thank You for this Viſ it now, 


3 this is kind and neighbourly, 1 
(vow; 


Sit down, pray, Madam; and what News d'you 
8 
SOPHRONIA. 


W-ar, none at all; I ſeldom ere inquire, 


What other People do, or ſay, in Town; 


For each one's Thoughts and Actions are their own. 


LA- 
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LALOESSA. | 
Bur you talk ſtrangely, Couſin Is it true? 
What never mind what other People do? 

1 hope, you arc no Enemy to that Faſhion, 

That great Support of genteel Converſation : 
For if a Lady come to Town to ſce 

A Lady, Tales are preity Company. | 

I was at Madam tother Day, and who 

Dyou think came by, but Bellamira — You! — 
Tawdry at Fifty, and a perfect Blowze, 


. 1 bk 
* * * 2 4 
27 * 

4 


Lord! had you ſcen her Dreſs, and large white 
__ (Eruz, 


; You wou have ſplit your Sides with laughing, 
| 1 


SOPHRONIA. 
No more of this; Infirmities there'll be 


In Age, in Youth, in Rags, and Quality. 


Affected 


2 
- 
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Affected Looks, ſoft Smiles, and winning Air, 
And wrinkled Age, attempting to be Fair, 
? Are common Follies; but the Greateſt till 
Is unreform'd, of ever ſpeaking Ill. 
© LaLoOESSA. 
Do not ill Actions merit Publick Shame? | 
SOPHRONIA. 


BU 8 You talk not to mend, but to defame. 


* 


3 LALOESS A. 
| Wo v' p You have all without Diſtinction paſs? 
4 | SOPHRONIA. 
© | V1RTUE good natur'd is and cyer was, 
3 N Severe unto itſelf alone ; at Shs 
= 


Leſſens the Credit of her Worth 0 me, 
Whoſe Fame wants the Support of others Infamy. 
Suſpect the Woman, when no Fears upon her, 


That ſtarts, and claps her Hand upon her Honour; 


red | | | Who 
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Who in all Companies, Tm Chaſt, cries out, . | 
Till, what we neyer doubted of, we doubt: | 
Who for nice Reaſons blaſts another's Name; 
The moſt Cenſorious are the moſt to blame. 
Guilt clears the Sight, with a diſcerning Eyc 
Naked we others Nakedneſs deſcry. 
1 LALOESSA. 
Bur ſurely I may talk of what hear. 


SOPHRONIA. 


To make the Lewdneſs of the Town appear, 


And how unjuſt their groundleſs Cenſures are, N 
You know what has been ſaid of Betty F.— 2 
The common Scandal, and the common Jeſt; 


And yet there's not a Perſon to be found, 


i * 


That's more diſcreet in Town, or grave, or ſound, 


L a- 
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LA LOE SSA. 
Bu le ny News from Maſter fuch a one: 
SornrontA. 
NE ER truſt a Man that neyer dines at Home: 5 
For Such invent to make an equal Treat, 5 
T 77 feed Jou with Dion You them with Meat. 


LA LOESSA. 
Must then all pleaſant Converſation fail, 
And dull | Good Nature above Wit prevail! 


£1 1  SOPHRONIA. | 
E EXCELLENT Proof of Wit, indecd, to rail! 
Weak Malice tincturd with a little Senſe, 

| Anda gay, nauſcous, chearful Confidence, 

ad. Make up the wretched Compound; I deſpiſe . 
Injurious Nonſenſe, founded upon Lycs. 

And this, when you'r engag'd your ſelves, you own, 


A- A Helliſh Lic but what won't this damn'd Town? | 


Tou 
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You with 1 Truth, and much Concern ex- 
_ (claim 


* 


r „ 


And yet, at once, you practiſe what you Van 


LALOESSA. | | 
MW At this rate, half the Town muſt ſuent f. . 


SornnoNzA. 


F * # 


I | © AN you want Compaſs for your boaſted Wit 
| When dying Reputations, every where, 

Lie baſely wounded, and demand Repair. | 
Haſt, when the Breath of a good Name is gone. | . 


In vain You ſeck to find a Cure, There s none. 


6 | preſ 

But now my Buſi neſs calls me Home, Adieu. 4 
| They 
| LALOESSA. Thus 
Goop Night, There's no one fond of Such as Tha 
* ou 1 
C 


On | Ane 


Ne Nes Ne Ne Nes Nez Nes Nes Nes Nez Nes Neis Net Ne N Ne Nes N. 
a, Nene 
? 

_ CCC INC INC INE? | 


e. e IS Ria Pits IT AED 
FATAL AT ATATOIATES AT ATATASATH NT TG 


On LES BI A 


A Sox; Set to Muſick 1 
Mr. ECKLES. 


I. 
Gently touch'd her Hand, She gaye 2 


it! 


43 A Look, that did my Soul enſlave; 1 
| | preſt her rebel Lips, in vain, 

They roſe up to be preſt again., 

Thus happy, I no further meant, hy | 
* Than to be pleas, and innocent. b 

0 N her ſoft Breaſts my Hand 1 laid, 
On ] And a quick light Impreſſion made; 

* They 
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| | They with a kindly Warmth did glow, 

| And ſwell'd, and ſeem d to overflow; 
Yet, truft mac, I no further meant, | 

| Than to be plas'd, aud imucent, «+ = 


mW. 
On her Eyes fixt my Eyes did ſtay, 
Oer her ſmooth Limbs my Hands did firay 3 
Each Senſe was rayiſht with delight, 


And my Soul flood prepar'd for light:. 


Blame me not, if, at laſt, I meant, 1 4 Turgi 
More to be pleas d, than innocent; 1 
vide 


| 5. 
em / 


fulmit 


oc 
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Jose! in LOR — 
AIatine imitata. 


ESBIA dextram rimidus —_ 
L Attigi tactu leviore Cultor, 
duya ſentiri metuens, volenſq;, 
„ Tempore eodemt; 


Inrgidis hæſi calidus labellis, 
Neſctis vinci, nova dum priori 
\ Wrvidet luctæ, totieſy; preſſa 


Abra reſungunt. 
I prædulces agitans ocellos, : 
hem ſupra lenis, trepidante motu, 
Fulmints ritu penetravit imas 


Blanda medullas. 
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i 


Tierminos intra tamen innocentes Senfi 
Arder, indultus ſatis, acquievit z 1 
Nec, ciii tantum licuit, Capido + - ; ou, 

5 Plura rogavit. : 

Derterd mammas volitante preſſh, = 

Leniter nummæ tumutre preſſe, * 

Et vago ripas ſuperare flubtu * 
7 Sunt mihi viſe. 


Ardor at vel fic (mihi crede 2 

Terminos intra ſtetit innocentes, 

| Nec, cüi tantw®* licuit, Cupido | 
Plura rogavit. 


Improbus quo me rapis, O Cupido ? 


Mutuis dum nos oculis tuemur, 


And 


Dulcia excurſu manus invidendo 


Membra pererrat. 
Sen- 
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Senſuum jam nil ſupereſt, deeſtue, 
Menſq; ſuavi deliquio fatiſtens, 
1 fn nunquam reditura, cæcam 
5 5 . Viſa parare eff. 


Parce, f tandem minus imocentes 


Terminas iure tit intumeſtens, 

Fi, ciii tantum licuit, Cupido | 
Bo 7% > - Pla roganl. 
fe. 


— 


3 ? 7 ; 
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wit | N E Flow r of Phoebus, on 4 | Summer's 
| (Morn, 
{4 


Advanc d her Head, to ſhow her painted Pride, 

And gaily lofiy, with diſdainful Scorn, 
. Ocziookd the Plants that bloſom d by her Side. 
Sen. 5 5 The 
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| Il 
T HE Role, the Lilly > Violet, and Belm, 


Whoſe Beauties ſcarec were warm d into 3 
(Flow, 


With envious Wrath near to a watry cam, 
Beheld my Cinthia, in a happy Hour. 


IIL 
No r quite awake, nor too much won with Sleey 
But ſweetly ſlumbring they beheld the Saint; 
The Rofe and Lilly ſeparately creep, 4 1 
And Oer her Face diffuſe their bcautcous Paint, 


T HE Violct and Balm to Air conſum'd, 

Her Breath with their united Odours fill'd, | 
Apollo, ſmclling all the Skies perfumd, | 

His glitt'ring Beams into her Eyes diſtilld. 


His 


H18 
Fo 


me 
Tt 


CE/ 


Balm 
Fun 


dince 


ito a 


ow', 


His 
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— 


V. 


H18 Flows, amazd, ank down! into her place, 
Falded her Leaves, and. pin' d harſelf to death; 

The Roſe and Lilly bloom in Cinthig's Face, 
The Violet and Balm enrich her Breath, 


3 
CEASE when fond IRR e to boaſt your 
þ 2 ___(low' rs, 
Balm, Roſes, Lillics, Violets are 2 
Fr Phebus Hour _ vanquiſh'd, yield the 
LET? _ (Prize, 


Since his own ne arc loſt in Cinthia s Eyes. 
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EX 

183 s Char les x upon his pR 
Poem call d, 4 be appy Pair. \ 


By Dr. KENRICK.. 


H EN Father Adam, in his Happy State, 
Firſt ſet himſelf a Wooing for a Mate, 


1 #©& 3 


Vir, not Portion, Was the End he ſought; | 


$4: £3: #3 


Far 4 Eve was neyer loy d, for what ſhe brought. 


T7237 s R 
4 


But pure Affedion N the Match, N rrem 


Conducted by gay Freedom and Diſpatch: and.! 
So juſtly were they call d the Happy Pair, roreb 


Tho neither had a Shire or Smock to wear: Think 


And undiſturb'd could Marriage 05s purſue, 
Extended on the Turk. from Thich*they grew. 


X O- 
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PROLOGUE, fpoken by 
Mr KEEN x, before His Royal 
Highneſs the Prince of Wa LES. 


＋ 


Wrinenby Mr. uso 9 BALD. 


Tremble at * black Cloud chat veils the Skies, 
And. ſigh ; as the hoarſe Winds at diſtance riſe: 


forebode the Storm, and hear old Ocean groan, 1 


Think their Bark * and all their Hopes O er- 
| (thrown: 


S ventrous Merchants, who, intent on Gain, 


Truſt their whole Subſtance to the doubt 
(ful Main, 


ch is th advent's ring Player anxious State; 


And ſuch the Terrors that controul his Fate: 


Eager 
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Eager to pleaſe we mighty Cot beſtow, 


And our whole Fortunes on that Jaz 


Unknowing what Succels « our Hopes will crown, 
Whether vou! mile, or We muſt he are: 5 C 


| For Eayour veers, wacertain as the Wind; "I 
Sean: may grow rough, and) Allee, wind, 
Your leaſt Diſlikes our Expectations ſhock, 
. 72 prove Tempeſts, and cach Fromm a Rock. 
Three Seafons have we toilfd, yet ſtill been col, 


Our Labours ſnipwreck d, and our Ventures oft 


| Grown almoſt Bankrupt, and our All at os, 
Let us, at leaſt, one proſp rous Voyage make. 
O be not always ſtern; let happier Gales 


Now ſpeed our CR and Fell our ſpreading 
| (Sails 


Sure we may _ this great Homage ſhown | 
Should influence the Fayour of the Town. 
It we ſucceed, and gct with Safcty Home, 
Well kmitate our Sires of Ancient Rome; 


1 


Love 
: An 
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lang up the Conſecrated Tablet here, 
1 That ſhall this Record of our Reſcue bear: 
yn, , The Britiſh Pity did, in fach an Age, 
i © If Moſt generouſly prop the ſinking Stage. 


The LeverieRs: 
An Opx. to SYL VIA. 
” the Same, 
1 
15 V JF HEN, Sytvia, 1 declare, I lovez 
— In State, you ſtrange Averſion ſhow; ; 
Love! is a Word, the Gods approve; 
And, if the Gods, why ſhould r not You? | 


I burn, 
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AP am n loſt, am quite undone, . . 


And muſt I never Silence break? 2 


x 207 


ES, 


The lc Heart has Room to groan, ff 


"And wretched Lovers Leave to * * 


* 3 r rw \ i * T 
p 032 [4 A1 ; a: III. j | or ; | off 1 


Why am 1 Sought to be 00 le. 


When every Part Love's Raptutes f al; 2 £1 A. 
Sure, where a God vouchſafes to dwell, = 


Tis then no more a vulgar Pile. 


IV. 


Two Levellers the Fates have made, 


4 | 


» * 


To hath our Haughtinef and Strife; ; 


By Death we al arc equal laid, 
But Love's the Leveller of Life 


The 


And 1 
Seein 
And! 
Reſol 
And 
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Divorc'd. 


A FABLE. Upon the CAs E of the 
D. and D. of N I. 


By the Same. 


— H Arabian Phenix, N obl e, Vigorous, 
| (Young, 


And newly from his Father's Aſhes ſprung, 


Seeing how other Birds their Females took, 
And Liberty for Nuptial Bonds forſook, 
Reſolv d to chooſe a Partner to his Neſt, 
And run the risk of Marriage with the reſt: 
Thinking his doubted Ruin to prer ent, 


By growing thus ſo early provident. © 


Nature 
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Nature, he ſaw, had long defedtive ſtood; 
By leaving ſingle ſuch a glorious Good: 


He travail'd far and wide, but could not find 

A Mate that fuited with his generous Mind. 
The Hes appear d in all their various Dyes, 

, With every Charm of Beauty to ſurprize, 

But none obtain d a Grace in his diſcerning Eyes. 


THE Peabens firſt. advanee their quiveting Tail, 
The Female Turbies ſpread their ſpotted Sails : 
The cooing Turtles part to ſeek his Love, 

| The Silver Swans in ruffled Splendor move: 
Ihe Parrot and the Golafneh, City-Hcirs, 
Offer their Riches, to divide his Cares. 
The ſweet Canary labours to excell = 
Th enchanting Notes of Evening Philomel f | 
Who ccasd het b Strains, and Mirth prefer d, Se b 
In amorous Hopes to gain the Princely Bird. 

The 
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The well · bred Pheaſant, Linnet, and the Jay, 
ine forth in all the glory of Array, 


Iro crown the grand Appearance of the Dey. 
3 All in their Turns their various Courtſhip move, 


declare their Paſſion, and implore his Love. 

Fut all in vain; for None had Charm d his Eycs 
It the bewitching, Bird of Parade 
fer ſtrait He woo * and won with ſinall Ado, 

For both deſird to win, and both to woo. 

jet none her Honour could in Queſtion call 


or loving One, that was beloy d by All: 

oon were they marry d, and by general Voice 
Declar d moſt Happy in each others Choice: 
The Fair was Wiſe, as well as Rich and Young, 
And what 23 all, She ſweetly ſung. 

In This, if any thing, ſhe ſeem d to fail, 

rd, Pc bore too ſmall a Body for her Tail 


Tris - 


"Tx IS Diſproportion from bs Kind She brought, 
A Fault of Birth can be no mighty Fault!) 
But yet the Blemiſh was more plainly ſpy a, 
The more She vex d at i, or ſtrove to hide: 2 
For the leaſt Glimpſe of any natural ny 
Glares out, and plays upon the Fancy ſtill; | 
And if our Eyes but ſingle Errors find, 

They ſtrait improve, and double i in the Mind. 
So here: For long in Peace they had not del, 
But Love a ſudden Alteration felt, 
slack d in its Speed, and its firſt Heat forgot, 
And, when it ſhould be cool, was raging hot. 
Her Tail was grown too cumb' rous to be ſpread, 
He always murmur'd when he went to tread. 
To tread her Body did not grieve him much, 
But, oh! her Tail, her endleſs Tail was ſuch! --— 


THrvs 


11 
Thus 
Thus 
Thus 
Thus 
And 
Her | 
And 
She h 
but f 
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To fi 
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And 
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ght. T avs ſickly Stomachs ſtrongeſt Meats deſire 
Thus Clouds of Smoak ariſe from Sparks of Fire: 
Thus ſlender Wits high Matters undertake, | 
Thus ſwift Purſuits a ſlow Performance make. | 
Thus Apetite by Impotence was moy d, | 
And She, tho little, Things of Greatneſs lov. 
Her Mate was Weak, Inſipid, Reſtive, Sad, 
And every One's was AY but that She had. 
She had what others wiſh'd for, and cn J oy'd; 
Put ſo, ſo oft, that truly She was cloy d. 

I This made her hate, and try each Female Art 


ot. To find Occaſion, and attempt to part: 
read, Not failing even his Honbhr to traduce, 
. 5 With ſpecious Slander, in her own Excuſe. 
| lmmodeſtly She feign'd a modeſt Cauſe, 
Ana claim'd a Trial, by the Right of Laws: 


[ HUS 1 2 And 
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And tho her Mate with 1 Pray rs and Tears com- In Mc 
LE Plain d, 
She would have a a Divorce, which ſoon ſhe gain'd 
THE Sentence paſs d, that favourd her baſe Ends, 
She left her Husband, and forſook her Friends; 
And to the Pandar Cynoſurus fled, 35 
(A Forcign Bird, by Air begot and bred) 1 


And og his Arms, and none but him would | 
| (wed. 


To Venus prone, the Bent of all the Kind, 

He provd a Lover, pleaſing to her Mind: 

And oft She lay d, but ne er a living Thing, 
From many Neſts ſhe made, was known to ſpring, 


ALI 
- What ad 


hat n 


Tho Some, in their Opinions counted Wiſe, 
Say, that ſuch Eggs produce the Cockatrice : 


Yet nothing from theſe ſpurious Embrio's came, 


But ſecret Promiſes, and open Shame. uin th 


In! 
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m- in Memory of whoſe prodigious Womb, 
Which dead Fruit yielded from 4 living Tomb 


Tach courtly Lady, in a Feather's Stead, 
Still wears the Paradi iſe, upon her Head: 


Which to the Sex ſhould laſting Warning give, 
"> Bow free from Levity they ought to live. 


How kind, how conſtant, and how firm in Love, | 


Not like vain Feathers which a Breath can move G 


How well - proportion'd, not fo great below; 
But more in Truth to learn, and leſs in Show?! 
o fit the Bottom with an equal Sail, 

aſt th' Head be over-balanc'd by the Tail. 


„ IJ ALL this from one Example may be 17d, 
; That addle Egos proceed from luſtful Pride: 


ne, That noble Houſes, by ignoble Shame, 


uin themſelves, Poſterity and Name, 


Inf | Q2 „ That 8 
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That tho cogeer Wealth and Beauty join 4, 
They ſtamp no real Worth on Womankind, 


Unlck their Actions and their Thoughts agree, 
And both are rul d by Truth and Modeſty. 


TAE Phenix, you may think, was 1 
ird 


To be thus wick a by One he admit d: 

For Whom all other Females he refus d, 

To be by Her, ſo lighted, ſo abus d, 
Rack d was his Soul; but yet he boldly cursd 

All ſecond Marches for this hateful firſt: 

And livd . n never more TGT find 
An Alteration 1 in the Courſe of Kind. 

His Grief was raging, yet he fear d to die, 5 
Till he provided for Doſterity ; F 
Well knowing, that « except he made a Nel, 


His Name and Glory periſh d with the Reſt. 


Thi 
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d, I This to prevent, he takes his ſpcedy Flight, 
nd, ff Tro all the ſpacious Realms of circling Light, 
cc, Oer Vallies, Meadows, Defatts, Mountains, Lakes, 
Ocr-flow'ry Gardens and Oer fragrant Brakes; | 
Oer either Indies, bounding Eaſt or Weſt, 
To gather Spices, and compoſe his Net. 
Which done, he found, he felt his former Gricf 
Encreaſe ſtill mote, now deſprate of Relief: 


Which with freſh Sorrow his Remembrance pain d, 


70 for the Wife gone, the Cuckoldom remain'd. AN i 
-- M He therefore choſe, by Priviledge of Kind, | | 
1 Iro kill his Body, and renew his Mind ; . | | 
Diſmiſs his Troubles to their native Earth, 
And cheer his Spirits by a ſecond Birth: | 
As Fire, which falls on Gun-Powder, involyes' | 
. The groſſer Parts, and to its Elements reſolves. li 
; Elſe was he doom'd in tort'ring Woe to wear 1 ö | 


| The tedious Load of a fix hundredth Year. 
. Now 


230 ORIGI NAL 


N ow he betakes him to his ſpicy Neſt, 
Where all the Fun'ral Pomp was ready dreſsd. 
As the Sun ſhines, his Diamonds he brings, 


And fans the Rays with his triumphant Wings: 


The fierce Reflection and Retention meet, 
One to collect, one to diſperſe the Heat: 
And like dry Leaves, that kindle thro a Glaſs, 


He ſhrinks to Aſhes in one glorious Blaze. 


TRE Aſhes lay expos d, for many Days, 
To falling Dews and Phebus genial Rays: 
The Hot and Moiſt with mingled Powers contend, 
And differ, to produce a different End : 
At laſt agreed, an Inſect they create, 
But, oh! How far unlike the Bird of State ? 


Till Time renews his Features, Strength, and 


1 (Face, 


Reſtores his Form, and brightens every Grace: | 
Til 


1 


and 
"ACC, 
ce: 
Till 
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Till in \ his Fathers Likeneſs he appears, 


or rather the ſame Bird, except his Years. 


— 


On the Counteſs Dowager of --— 
Written by the late Earl of H-o—x. 


\ OURAGE, dear Moll, pa drive away De- 
| (pair, 


Mooſe, who, in her Youth was ſcarce thought 
1 


In ſpite of Age, Experience, and Decays, | 
dets up for Charming, in her fading Days: 
inuffs her dim Eyes, to give one parting Blow, 
Hae at the Heart of every ogling Beau 

This goodly Gooſe, all featherd like a Jay, 


So oravely vain, and fo demurely gay, 


Q 4 Laſt 


W 


++ N. B, The e two loft 3 Poems are writtes, 4 D. Kenrick, tho, by 
my: Miſcake of 1. | 


* it is not _ ment ion d, 


r 
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Laſt Night, radorn the-Court, did overload; 


Her bald buff Forchead with a high Commode. + 
Her Steps were manag d with ſuch tender Art, 
As if each Board had been a Lover's Heart. 


In all her Air, in-evry Glance, was ſeen. | 
A Mixture ſtrange, twixt Fifty and Fifteen. 
Admiring Fops about her crouding pres 
H-b4-n himſelf delivers their Addreſs; 


Which She accepting with a nice Diſdain, 
Owns em her Subjects, and begins to reign: 
Fair Qucen of F 0 PLAN D is her Royal Style; 
 FoeLAND, the greateſt Part of this great Iſle! 
Nature did ne er ſo equally divide 


A female Heart, twixt Piety and Pride: 
Her Waiting o-Maids prevent the Peep of ou, 5 
And, all in order, on her 58 885 lay 


Pray r. 


le! 


prey. 


Pra 7 22 Patth-Boxes, 5 Sermon. N. ter and 
Faint, 


At once r improve the Sinner and the Saint. 


Farewell, Friend Moll, expect no more from Me, | 
But if you would a full Deſcription ſee, 

You'll find her ſomewhere in the Litany, 

With Pride, Vain-Glory, and Hypocriſge. 


To the Memory of Mr. OLDHAM. 
* By Mr. DRYDEN. 


AREWELL, too little, and too lately 
F (known, 


Whom ] began to think and call my Owns | 
For, ſure, our Souls were near allay'd; and Thine 


Caſt in * ſame . Mould with Mine. 


— 
— 
— 


* Ties Copies of Mr. DAY DEN are neither Printed in any Edi- 
Tons of his Works, or his Miſcellanies. 


One 
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One common Note on either Lyre did ſtrike, once 
And Knaves and Fools we Both abhor alike: But, 
To the ſame Goal did both our Studies drive, Thy! 
The Laft ſet out the ſooneſt did arrive. But ! 
Thus Niſus fell upon the {lipp' ry Place, | 

| Whilc his _ Friend d perform d, and won the 


(Race. 0 I 


0 carly ripe! to thy abundant Store, . 
What could advancing Age have added more? 

It might (what Nature never gives the Young) | 
Have taught the Numbers of thy Natiye Tongue. 


But Satyr needs not Thoſe, and Wit will ſhinc 

Thro' the harſh Cadence of a rugged — T7 Th 

A noble Error, and but ſeldom made, 

When Poets are by too much Force er ed... J 
Thy gen'rous Fruits, tho gather d ere the Prime, & IWhei 

Still ſhew'd aQuickneſs; and maturing Time 5 


But mcllows what we write, to the dull Sweets 
on Rhime.. 


Once 


the 


Ce. 


ce 
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Once more hail, and farewel! Fare wel, tiou Young, 


But, ah! too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongue: 


my Brows with Ivy, and with Laurel bound; 


But Fon and gloomy Night encompaſs thee 
| (around. 


DE On the Death of Mr. 
HENRY PURCELL. 
By the Same. 


I. 5 
ARK! how the Lark and Linnet ſing, 
With Rival-Notes 
They ſtrain their warbling Throats, 


Jo welcome in the Spring. 


But in the Cloſe of Night, 2 


When Philomel begins her heavenly Lay, 
They ceaſe their mutual Spite, 
Drink in her Muſick with Delight, 


And liſtning and ſilent, and ſilent and liſtning, obey. 
̃ 


J. 
80 Ceatd the Rival crew, when Purcell came, 
They ſung no more, or only ſung his Fame: 
Struck Dumb, they all admir d 
Ik)! e Godlike Man; 

Alas! too ſoon retird, | 

As He too ſoon began. 
We beg not Hell our Orpheus to relore, P 
Had he been there, 
Their Soycraign's Fear, 
Had ſent him back before: 

The Power of Harmony too well they dne, 
He long cer this had tun d their jarring Sphere, 
And left no Hell below. 


The 


newW, 


re, 


The 


p 7 | 
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III. 
The Heay'nly Quire, who heard * Notes from 
Let down the Scale of Muſick ſrom the Skic; 3, 


They handed him along, 4 


And all | che way he raught, and all the way. they 
OG Hs 
Ve Brethren of the Lyre, and runeful Voice, 
Lament his Lot, but at your own rejoice: = 
| Now live ſecure, and linger out your Days, 
The Gods are pleas d alone with Purcell'sLays, 


Nor know to mend their Choice. 


To 
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To my Friend Mr. M 0 TTE v x, 
on his Tragedy call'd, Beauty 
in Diftreſs. 

By the Same. 


IS hard, my Friend, to write in ſuch an 
| + (Age, 


As damns not only Poets, but the Stage : 

That ſacred Art, by Heavn itſelf infusd, 
Which Moſes, David, Solomon, have us d, 

Is now to be no more: The Muſes Foes 

Would ſink their Maker's Praiſes into Proſe. | 

Were They content to prunc the laviſh Vine 

Of ſtraggling Branches, and improve the Wine; 


Who, 


Who, 


All w. 
But w 


And t 


They 


Their 
What 
Let tl 
Nor, 

Their 
Rebe. 
The * 
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But 1 
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Who, ' but a Mad * would his Thoughts de- 
_ (fend 2 


All would ahmt; for All but Fools will mend. 


But when to common Senſe they give the Lie, 
And turn diſtorted Words to Blaſphemy, 

They give the Scandal and the Wiſc diſcern, 
Their Gloſſes teach an Age, too apt to learn. ; 
What I have looſely, Or prophancly writ, | 
Let them to Fires, their due Deſert, commit : | : 
Nor, when accus'd by Me, let Them complain: 
Their Faults, and not their Function, Larraign. 
Rebellin, worſe than Wi rehovaft, they purſu d 
me Pulpit preach' d the Crime; ; the People ru 4 S 
The Stage was filenc'd for the Saints would ſec 
In Fields perform 4 their Plotted Tragedy. 

But let us firſt reform; and then ſo live, 
That we may teach our Teachers to forgive: 
Our Desk be plac'd below their lofty Chairs, 


Ours be the Practice, as the Precept Theirs, 
e : The 
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| The Moral Part, at leaſt, we may divide, 


Humility Reward, and puniſh Pride : 


Ambition, Intereſt, Ava accuſe, 


Theſe are the Provface of a Tragick Muſe. 


Theſe haſt Thou choſen; ; and the publick Voice 
Has equall d my Performance, wich thy Choice, 


Time, Aeon, Place are ſo preſery” d by Thee, 


That evn Corneille might with Envy ſec 
Thi Alliance of his tripled U nity. 


7 
_ ve #<, 


Thy Incidents, perhaps, too thick are ſown; ; 7 


But too much Plenty is thy Fault alone: : 


Let thy own Gaul condemn thee, if they dare; ; 


Contented to be thinly Regular ron 


Born there, but not for them, our © Fruitful Soil 


With more Increaſe rewards thy happy Toil. 


* 


Their 


| Wot 
At leaſt but Two can that good Crime commi 50 8 


Thou in Deſign, and Wycherley in Wit. 


z © # 


mmi, 


are; 


Their 2 ann is e too mack, | 
And, like pure Gold, it, bench 2 eyery Touch: 
Our dur Tau, 7. will Art obey, 39) £85 
More fit for manly Thought, and ſiren ither'd with 


4 


** 04 12777420 IEcITT :O. 5 
Fat whence art Thou inſpir pir, and Thou alone, 


To flouriſh in an Idiom not thy own? 

t moves our Wondei, that a foreign Gueſt 0 
ou d over- match the moſt; and match the beſt; 
u under - - Prailing,. thy Deſerts I wrong; 
lere, find the fiſt Deficience of our. Tongs: ; , 
Words,once my : Stock, are wanting to commend 
do great a Poet, and ſo good a Friend. 
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Leaſt by this Windl, or in theſe Streams, 


nm 
The injur d Husband meet his Daun: 1 
e -— 4 un 

Tortune def 9 5 jo 


1X 


Love kills we! ay away, mY 
| Fate points bot ot a middle War 
And Love, and Fotruns both are blind: 


Come quick ey d Reaſon then, and ſtcer my Mind; 
Leaſt 


— 
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aſt the ſtrong Tide of worldly Loſſes drown me, 
| Sands of 2 6 Roſs fell around me. 


. dogs 
1121 f 


ö - 


\ 


ND "TIM | RragoN. | g 
and 7 d blind Aches be fly Guide, 5 | 
want Apainftzhe blinder Godreb#} ß, 
| * Et not thy Love-lick Heart . . 
Where Scorn and ſelf-will'd Error dwell; 
here facred Truth meets no Regard, | T FT 
eins And Contlancy is till deſpisd, 1 | 
yo here Love and Faith find no Reward, 
or Oaks by Heaven ſeal dare prizes! 
'-c, r "me directing Hand may ſomctime move 
Frtune's uncertain. heel, but ne er the Sphere 
(of Love. 
ind; 
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The ſecond Ode in the thirdf * 
Book of Hor ACE, imitated. ! 


7 


* 


J. 


E who would great in Science grow, 
| | By whom bright Virtue is ador d, 


firſt muſt be content to know - 
An humble Roof, and homely Board. 


. 
With Want, and rigid College Laws, 
Let him inur'd betimes comply z * 18 7 
| Firm to Religion's ſacred Cauſe, oO... oy 
| The learned Combat let him try. 1 
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J 

EE | Let him her envy'd Praiſes tell, 
„ And all his Eloquence diſcloſe; 
hird i OY | 


aq | The fierce Endeavoursto repel, . | 

And ſtill the Tumults of her Foes. N 

. | 

V. Him early form'd, and ſeaſon d Young, | 
d, | Subtle Oppoſers ſoon will fears 


And tremble at his artful Tongue, 
Like Parthians at a Roman Spear. 
| 2 v. "I 
Grim Death, the * Lot 
Which Fools and Cowards ſtrive to fly, 


b with a noble Pleaſure ſought 
By him who m_— dares to dic. 


4 * 2 * * 
5 Wo 
8 * 4 


— 05 


With brighteſt Luſtre of her oun, * 175 . = We 
Pure, andexaltedVertue ſhines: To A 


Nor, as the Vulgar nile and born“ 


Advances now, and now declines. +. 


VII. 


A glorious and immortal Prize 


2 


She on her hardy Son beſtows; $ 


She ſhows him Heay' n, and bids him ne, V 
Tho Toil, and Pain, and Death, oppoſe; 1 3 
With labouring Flight , he wings th obſtructed 
| LO 
Leavin 8 both common Shale, and common Clay," ay. 
, Wh 
: | F 
„ Mu 
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57 Soigilo nr 2121553 0 
no firives to mount Parnaſſus Hill, 
Wy © And thence Poctick Laurels bring, [ 
Muſt firſt acquire due Force and Skill. 
Muſt fly with Swan's, or Eagles, Wing. 


Who Nature's Treaſures woud explore, 
Her Myſteries and Arcana know, 
Muſt high, as lofty Newton; ſoar, 
Muſt ſtoop, as ſearching Woodward, low. 


Who 


Ra 


Ill. 
Who Qudics ancient Laws and Rites, 1 Env 


Tongues, Arts and Arms, all Hiſtory, E 
Muſt drudge like Selden, Days and Nights, Envy 


Andi in the endleſs Labour dye, e H 
- IV. 


Who travels in Religious Jars, 
(Truth mixt with Errors, Shade with h 
Like Mpiſton, wanting *Pyx and Stars, + 
In Ocean wide or ſinks, or ſtrahs. | 
Te 


But grant, our Heroes Hopes long Toil > 
And comprehenſive Genius, crown; 
All Sciences, all Arts, his Spoil, 


Yet what Reward, or what Renown? 2 


* 


Envy 
: * The Comrass, 
ee" . 1% . 


0 
. f : - 


Yet left Content, a Genuine Stoick He, "_ 4 


Envy innate in vulgar Sous, 5 
Envy ſteps in, and ſtops his Riſc ; 7 ——w 
Envy with poiſon'd Tarniſh fouls _ 3 
His Land and his Worth n 1 J ; 
inglorious, or by Wants inthralld, = 
| To Colledge, and old Books, confin'd , 


A Pedant from his Learning call'd, 


Dunces advanc'd, he's left behind; 


«gh © 4. 


Great without Patron, rich without South Sea! 
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* THE 


EPITA PHI 


Made by Mr. COM LEY on NH 
himſelf: upon Occaſion hs Nat 


tis r IXEMENT. 3 of 4 

1 2 P 15 0 L 4 e 8 
H Coulcius hi eft conditus, hic jacet, 1 — 
Dffanclus humani lion + T 


Sorte, ſupervacuaq; Vita. 


Et non inerti nobilis Otto ; | "gt 
Vanoq; dilectis Popells | 5 
A 


Divitiis animoſus Hoſtis. 
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Poſ s ut illum aicere Mortuon, 
En! Terra jam nunc quantula fu Met; ; 
Exempta ſit Curis, Vi zator, | 


4 Terra fit illa levis, precare! Er A 
on Hic ſparge Flores, ſparge bre ves "0 ; 
of Nam Vita gaudet mortua Floribus: #7 es: 
|  Herbisq; odoratis corona nw Dn 
Vatis adhuc Ci inerem calentem. 
TRANSLATED thus. 
H RE, Traveller, beneath this Cot 
l Lics Cowley buried, here he lies: 
Diſcharged of Man's painful Lot, 
And Life's Supervacuitys. . 
Pg * | Shining 
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Shining in comely Poverty, 1 
Ennobled by his ative Eaſe: N 
roud Riches deadly Enemy, T 
: W hich the vain People ſo much pleaſe, 
That you may ſay I'm dead alive, 
To, hat a Spot of Ground I have! 
Wiſh it may Quiet be, and T hrive, 
For tis no larger than a Grave. 
| = 
Strow Flowers lere, row thort-liv d Roſes, 
Dead Life is pleas d when thus beſet; 
And crown with cyer-fragrant Poſies 


The Poets Aſhes, vigorous yet! 
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«$3 2 EPISTLE md. Copy of VERSES 


'a Lady's 'fine embroider d Apron; 
9 by a Dung CLERGYMAN Wenn 
admir d, and WAS rn to write $01 


"= 7 it. 


4 


MA DAN, 


I may 8 very ſtrange that I, who! am 5 
Clerg man, dare not appear in the Preſence 


of a Young Lady without an Apron! I have been 


making one up all this Morning, for Fear I ſhould 


be taken, as formerly, in an Undreſs. But, 1 


hope, that I ſhall find a Pardon for all paſt Delays, | 
when I tell you, that I have had nothing but 


Aprons in my Head ever ſince you were pleaſed to 
lay your Commands upon me. I am now writ- 


ing an Hiſtory of Aprons; and a Matter of this 


Important ought not to be run over too haſtily. 


1 hope I ſhall deſerve the Thanks of the Fair 
S& for 1 my Labours; and, I doubt not, but 
all the Men of Learning in Europe will aſſiſt me 
in a Matter of ſo great Moment. Vou will judge 
of my great Abilities to go thro with this great 


Work, by opening to you a few of the many 
Diſcoveries I have e made. 


I have 


— — Woke rs 1. 


= 
* 
* 
— — 


And that Part of Them which mentions the Lil. 


the Time of Edward the Third, when the Bri- 


g — 
3 — 
ny * 
— — — — — — 
— — 
: 
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22 ; 
—— 
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Ihave found, after long Search, and much Trou- 


ble, by conſulting an Ancient Oriental Author, 25 
Rabbi Moſes, that the firſt Apron grew upon a | 693% 
Tree. It is about ſix thouſand Years ago ſince it S 
Was firſt i in an Out. landi ſb Place, called 
Paradiſe! 85 only Colour that was then in Fa- I The 
ſhion 15 ren: The Queen of the Country - on 
wore one of theſe; it was a Short one, and Seo | 
lopd like a E- lf. 8 5 re 


1 have alſo found a ü Copy of Vest, Ki 


relating to this Subject: It has ſome Circumſtan- 


ces in it which make me conclude, that it is not 
altogether ſo Ancient, as that I before deſcribd. 
The Verſes mention one Amphion „ who 
have ſome Reaſon to believe was not then Born 


lies and Lyons, as Quarter di in the Britiſh Stan- 
dard, makes me. gucls that they,were wrote about 


rains firſt Quartered the Lillixs and the Lyons. 
Beſides, there are many Improprieties in the Verſes 
themſelves, which make me willing to throw 
them as far back from our Age as s poſſible. 


The 


The v E RSE S“ axe » follin. gran up 
on the Apron of one FLORINDA, a 


Ei relgning Beauty, | 8 * at te 


Time. 
igen Uthe le 1 7 
i 4 os - I. £444 4 42 iS a 4 
.* 


- lining Trees Aniphion Wer 701 


10 dance from Hills, ar once they 
bene, (res z, 
But You expreſs a Power more ren 


75. The Flowers you draw not, ---- but create! 
a 5 4 $411; a f 


f; . — 
ö | g | IL exerts 2 * 
V , ; l i A S234 * 4 

: > a a _ — 1 


Behold your own Creation riſe, | 
And ſmile beneath your radiant Eyes! 
Tis beauteous all! and yet receives, 


from You, more Graces than it gives! 


he 


- 
* £ 85 + 
— 7 7 } 
— 2 4 
* OY ? . 

1 0 - * 4 > Ip. 
% FA 2 v 7 

$ 4 5 
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„ 

But ſay; amid the ſofter Charms 
of blooming Flowers, what mean theſe Arms? F 
So round the Fragranc ce of the Roſe 


The pointed Thorn, to guard it, grows. | 
3 


But Cruel You, who thus employ 
Both Arms and Beauty to deftroy! 8 85 
So Venus marches to the War, 45 : [- . 


. e Armd, Def Fair. : yl 
It is a dreadful pleaſing Sight, 
Here Flowers allure! there Arms affright! 
The Flowers in lively Beauty bloom, 5 
The Arms denounce an inſtant Doom. 
Thus 
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mw: 
Thus, when the Britons in Array, 

4 [| Their Efigns ro the Sun diſplay, 

In the fame Flag are Lillies ſhewn, 
; I And angry Lyons ſternly frown: 
on high the glitt ring Standard flies, 
and Conquers all * like Tour Eyes. 


Upon SY LVIAS Picture 


4 


| . Buy Dr. KenRICK. 
Scornful Youth of Old, averſe to Lo 


Whom all the living Beauties could not 
| | (move; 


charm d with a lifeleſs Figure, felt a Fire, 
Which melted his whole Soul into Deſire. 


At every Glance He ſomething new eſpies, ! 
He looks and looks; and feaſts his raviſh'd Eyes, 
And for a painted Fair he burns, and dies. 


Thus Cloſe to his Heart the Canvaſs Nymph he preſo d, 


Whilſt theſe warm Rapturcs hcay'd his amorous 


\ | (Breaſt. 
| & "= 
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Bleſ 
* Ye Gods, he cry d, what do I thus careſs) I Ora 


Can a dead e ſo much Force e 5 


ee 


« Forgetful of her cas ond Native ks; Wi 
For Light Divine in every Feature glows, 
And cen in this Diſguiſe the Goddeſs ſhows. 
* Frail Art, unable the new Form t expreſs, 


. 


« 80 dazling bright, deſign the Luſtre Ic, 


* 


t fil 


1 pre 


0 ſhade a Deity i in human Dreſs. 
” Ar [aſt if ought rerrftial is diſplay! d, 
« No Eye, but Ry could the Pencil lead 


« Which not what was, but what is wiſh'd for 
(made, 


« Ahe Painter had a Genius to create; 


« And boldly ſcorn dto loop to imitate. 


« Ye forming Powers, the high Attempt excuſe, or fal 
« Finiſh the Work, and real Love infuſe. ul the 
0 n 


« * 


ew & 16 10a Tolls: 
POE 'M N, Ve. 259 

= : Bleſs me (and pardon the Preſumptious Pray r) 

6? Or With the es: or elle with h ſuch a Fair, 


lie your Pute 2 Breaſt inſpires, 

- BVith * wild ba atid ſuch amorous 
— Cres; 
t firſt we couple Certainty of - Senſe, 


8. | 
prelsd with the commanding Excellence. 


% (OO gf CRE IE 00 907 — — — 


l on the charming Piece with Wonder Bare, 5 
| each for kack a 0 Syloie prays. | 


BUT ww thou bea Phi Orginal, 


a 2uld they! {ce Thee, would ey not Proſtrate fall? | 
r 
de, ow with Delight o'rwhelnd, wank! they adgr Ore, 


hoſe Beauties which they but admir'd before?. 
| d blame the weak Effect of finite Art, 

cuſe, Por falling this below thy true Deſert? 

ll that Art's Shades and Colours can expreſs, 
o nc'ct ſo fine, muſt ſtill be Something leſs. 


Bleſs 
| 20-2 DUTY 


Wot | ; 
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3. 6 T r hold, fond Muſe, forbear; x ty humble mY 
+ 31 4. ER 124 931 f bat (Strain, They 


Can nc er the Weight of ſuch a Theme ſuſtain, The 
A Genius flow, and by Diſuſe decay d, And 
May ſoon be by its feeble Wings betray'd: - — 
Elſe 1 mine er equal deathleſs Walter's . | 


And Haide vye with th Sachariſſts pi Praiſe, E 


_ ; , . +. IF 7 
F . 


„„ 


I £7 


* . 
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he „ in Decay 


* oy G 4 -» 
1 5 * * * . 1 6 ? 
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214 Is 


| ? \H IE Geer : Good Man, whom 5 
rens (will diſplace, 


May into Scarceneſs fall, but not or Diſtrace. | 


His facred Perſon none will dare profane, 


b | | ' 
He may be Poor, but never can be Mean. At! 0 
Hc holds his Value with the Wiſe and Good, 3 
| | | Your | 
And Proſtrate ſeems as Great as when he ſtood, ; 
+ 8 | You 
80 


0 E M , & 26 


50 ruin d Temples holy Awe diſpenſe, 


They loſe their Height, but keep their Rev erenoe 


The pious Crowd the piles tho falln deplare, Z 
And what they ail to raiſe they Rill adore. _ 


The Cure of LO VE. 


2 UT - By the Same. 


but gentle Words are all i in vain, 


2Ys, 


A 
HE N, Chee, I confefs my Pain, 


In gentle Words you Pity ſhow; 


Such Giles my. Flame but higher blow. 
8 


Ah! Cloe, would you cure the Smart, 


Your conqu ring Eyes haye keenly made ? 


od, 
ſtood, 
80 


Your ſelf, into my bleeding Heart, 


Your ſelf, fair Cloe, muſt be laid. 
82 Thus 
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III. | | | Much | 
The cl 
Thus for the Vipers Sting, we know, . 
| 

No ſurer Remedy i is found, _ 
Than to apply the torrring Foc, _- 
And ſqueeze his Venom on the Wound. > aka 
; 1 for wt 


. 2 IO - 


— — 


Her R 


g To my ond Go a ask d my lud n 
Advice about Matrimony. 


deny d, Nccat 

At once to be in Chains, and ſatisfy d. a 

If peeviſh and perverſe ſhould prove your Wife, \ 

Would Satan leave his Hell, to lead your Life? 
Or if a laſting Kindneſs you enjoy, 


_ gi, x my Lord, to human * 


4 


The conſtant Swectning may be apt to cloy: 
The Wifes delicious Manna palls at laſt, 


br by 
ook 
And Eg * Onions you will long to . 


Much dy 
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Much x may be done by Grace; but yer: you ſe, 3 | 


The choſen Seed were for Abd 
Tis my * at when Wa pleaſe to wed, 
Get cheerful Senſe, and Friendſhip to your Bed: 
for when the Woman fails to charm your Life, 
Her Reaſon will ſubdue all riſing Strife, - 

my und make a conſtant and a grateful Wife. 


[?ROLOGUE, 


5 ccaſion d by the Death of Mr. K EE N E, 
and Spoken by Mr. BUL Lock. 


Wife, Wrinen 9 Wis. F' HEOB n LD. 


e? 


4 (prett, 


Pr. by the Hand of angry fleavn diſtreſsd, 
ook out, and count the Loſſes they ſuſtain, 
Much And view their ebbing Strength with anxious Pain; 


84 Yet 


* 


7 


= 


; 


8 ö Hoſts, by ſtronger Pow rs op- 


vet big in Soul, diſdain their Cauſe to yield, 
And with diminiſh'd Numbers face the Field. 

So We, half-worſted, fight againſt Deſpair, - 
Robbſd of poor Keene, a Brother of the Wat: 
Had He til! ood, but Fate not ſo decreed, 
We might in him ſome Stock of Merit plead. 
Tho dead, you to his Memory may be kind, 
And chear the Orphans he has left bchind. 

Wioͤ are thoſe Orphans, thrown upon your Care, 
While We deſerve, let us your Favour ſhare. | 

It will be great your Bounty to divide, 
And give ſome Part to our un friended Side. 
Grac d with your Smiles, our Pleaſure ſhall appcat 
To merit ſtill thoſe Smiles, and fix you here. : 


By Turns the Comic Muſe ſhall entertain, 


And Tragick Sorrows give you pleaſl ing Pain. 


Muſick ſhall ; join its Force your Ears to charm, 


The Brave to kindle, and the Lover warm. 
Proud 
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Proud of your View, and Con cious of your Pow, 
Each homely Scene ſhall grow a ſplendid Tow'r: 
Juſt as of Old, unleſs the Pocts feign, 


k. When Jove vouchiaf'd to grace a Ruſtick _ 5 


The Cottage ſtrait its Inmate' $ Worth confeſt, 
ad. Chang d to a Structure worthy of its Gueſt ; 
> {| The Door Fwell d upwards to a Palace Gate, 


And each low Chamber m_ a Room of State. 
e, | 


2 _— 


To Mr. p OPE on his Tranſlati 
onof Ho MER. | 


pos 


O much, dear Pope, thy E 8. Illiad 
b (Charms, 


Where Pity melts us, or where Paſſion warms, 
That after-Ages ſhall with Wonder ſeek, 


Who 'twas tranſlated Homer into Greek. 


oud 
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22 72 Wo 227 2 SEE LIT og | 


An Ode to Mar HR. Peron: 


Eſg;. when 1 in Confinement. | 3: 
By an unknown Hand. 

' Cur pendet tacitd fiſtula cum tyra, Be 
Parcentes ego dexteras | 

Odi: ſparge roſas, audiat inuidus 5 For d 

Dementem ſtrepitum TOS. | Hor. ＋ 

J. 
Nor 


Cl. GLD 1, great Bard, O! could I ſhafe” 14 . 
. 2 43 3 ' 8 
Thy Genius, as thy Grief,” | _ 


My healing Verſe ſhould ſooth thy WJ are, 
And timely give Relief. 


But 
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II., 
But vain are my Eſſays to ſing | 
And impotent my Strains, - 


* me Cordials from your ſelf mult ring, 3 
That can allay your Pains. 


Tas,” W® ;:. 
ks a: 


on your firm Heart and honeſt Breaſt. 
Bend your refl ecting Eyes; 
For Socrates, by Faction preſt, 
. | To conſcious Virtue flies. 
IV. 
«& Nor could Philoſophy divine 
Such ſolid Joys impart, 
As each ſoft Strain, each Magick Line, 
Of your diviner Att. 


Then 


ut 
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v. 


Then ſtring again your ſlackned Lyre, "ULy 2455 


To peacful Anna's Praiſe 3. 
Whom would.not Innocence inſpire, 
And Annds Glory raiſe 
VI. 
Tho Faction all its Rage oppoſe, 
The pleaſing Theme purſue: = 
They only, who Were n Neunes 5 it 


T POS 


Are Enemics to You. h e Abi 61 


r 


— 


A Tranſlation of a gram of b 


MART 14 L. 
Cinna vlt uidbri pauper, & et. 
VNVNA cries out, I am not worth a Groat, 


And! is, Plague on him, what He wou d be 
N 


To 


Prid 


Beal 


Daury by a render Mind 
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By Sir Joux SUCKLING. 


. 4 
1 WF C 1 7 17. — * „ „ — 
4 122 * 1 | 1 14 : * 


oUTH mid W now are a 
0 let Pleaſure, Celia, jon; N 


Be ood. 


Shun the roh of c Diſdain, | ? i : 
Pride : | affords a | ſhortliy d Reign, S os 
| Pull of Pain. 
All the Graces court * Kind, | ; 

Is refin'd, | 


The 


' The SUBMISSION. 
Wien for a Lady at her Requeſt. 


W 


Each irkſome Hour 1 weep, but weep in vain; 


* 


oRN out with Sicknos, and A 4 
(with Pain, 


Shut from Delight, I languiſh in Decay, 2 


+ And ſee the Active World around me Gay: 


Then freſh Diſquicts each calm Thought A 1 


So bloom d 1 once, and could the World enjoy! 


Now evry unperforming Nerve I ſtrain, 


With Weakneſs Aackned, or ſhrunk up with Pain, 


The Bed I ſeek, tir d Naturc to repair ; 


But Slumbers Viſit not a Bed of Carc, 


From 


* 
vo 
Y 
* 4 - * = 
* 


From reſtleſs Nights, for freſh Relief L riſe, 


Sick of the Sun-ſhine, and the gaudy Skies. 


To Me: alike, f th he changing Scalpns. flow, 
Each Change but a Vieiſſitude of Woe. 


Great God of comfort! whoſe all- powerful Hand 


Canin an Inſtant break Affficious Band, 
ar once the Weak and Deſtitute can ſave, 
And boy the Vigorous to a ſudden Grave; 


Thy Arrows wound me, but in Mercy ſend 
One Mortal Shaft, this lingring State to end: 


Low in 8 filent A of 10 Earth 
With Anguiſh apd Difre6 ox my Heart 1s rent, 
lwiſh the Number of my Days were ſpent. 
freely I could reſign this living Form, 

nd be Companion to the nauſcons Worm. 
ith Duſt Fpmpapaded better far to lie, 


han drag a tedious Life of Miſery. 
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F 


Then, unincumbred with a baſe Alloy, 


8 |; 85 P's « 1 5 * A hs 
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Not but thy Viſttations, Lord, arc ſent ff VE 


To check our Sins, and warn us to repent. © Theo 


Oft when with Crimes thy Metcy we out brate 


Ther 
Thou grief the Fleſh thi T mmortal Part to Faye This 
O fn let Sickneſs all my Pow'rs contro, Con 
Make thou it but a Leſſon to my Soul Wh 


Let it to Death weak Nature reconcile 1 2900.9 
And make me meet its Terrors with a Smile; 


| When Thou ſhalt call . fleeting Spirit _ O 


And bid it leave this Tenement of 1 8 

For tho, when preſt with agonizing Pain, 

I wiſh to dic, and of my State complain, 

Yet 1 ſubmit to wait with parient Strife, 
'Till Thou ſhalt give me my Diſcharge from Life 


Made capable of pure Scraphick Joy, = 
O take me to the Manſions of the Bleſt, 


Where Saints enjoy an everlaſting Reſt, 
Where 
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Where Angels, fed with thy Celeſtial Rays, 


Thro the wide Heavens in Choirs chant forth 
(thy Praiſe. 

There wrapt in endleſs Bliſs, I ſhall diſdain 

This ſhort Diſtreſs, this tranſitory Pain; 


Compar d to Pleaſures which eternal flow, 


rave 
ſave: 


What is this little Pilgrimage of Woe! 


— 


2 8 


8 


le; | | 


15 On a Lady's SICK NESS. 
n By Mr. JoHNs0N. 


2 I. 

: 8 EIZ E me, Ill Fortune, lay me low 
Tak. Beneath her juſt Diſdain ; 
If every Moment of her Woe 


Increaſes not my Pain. 
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Muſt Iftand idly by, and ſee | hs 
That lovely Frame decay, M 
And not apply one Remedy, * 
Ao fave the mould ring Clay? — 
III. 5 
Muſt thoſe two glorious Oibs of Light F my 
Surpaſſing brighteſt Day, 5 
Be ſwallow'd in eternal N jght, 
And leave no kindly Ray I 1 
IV. 
Muſt thoſe dear Cheeks, that lovely Par, Grand 
That ſmil' d me into Love, _- 
Sink down as hollow as Deſpair, _ 


No more my — improve? 


Revive 


evive 


v. 


Revive again, you Lips, awhile, 
TillI repeat the Kis; 


That did my raviſh'd Soul beguile, 


And double every Bliſs. 
VL 
Since, rigid Fate, tis your 2 | 
Dorinda ſhall not ſtay, 


Then take, for ſo tis doom'd to Y 


My hated Life away: 
N VIL 


Grant only, that my drooping Head 


May on her Breaſt recline, 


And that the ever charming Maid 


In Death at leaſt be mine. 


T 2 


— 


A 
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EEEEECiEEEEE: THY ere e 
Reply to Mr. Row E's Ballad, 
calf'd CoLLin's Complaint. 


The 
I. ” 
V E Winds to whom Collin complains, Ani 
In Ditties ſo fad and ſo ſweet, / 

Believe me, the Shepherd but fains 
He's wretched, to ſhew he has Wit. His 
No Charmer like Collin can move, A 
And this is ſome pretty new Art; 7 Fo 
Ah! Collin's a Jugler in Love, 5 ; B 
And likcs to play Tricks with my Heart. No 
| | L 
For 


When 
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3 
When he will, he can ſigh and look pale, 


Seem doleful and alter his Face, 


Can tremble and alter his Tale, | 


Ah! Collin has cvery Pace: 
The Willow my Rover prefer 
To the Breaſt, where he once beg d to lie 
I And the Stream, that he ſwells with his Tears, 
Arc Rivals beloy'd more than I. 
II. 
His Head my fond Boſom would bear, 
And my Heart would ſoon beat him to Reſt, 
Let the Swain that is ſlighted deſpair, 
But Collin is only in jeſt: 
No Death the Deccjver deſigns, 
Let the Maid that is ruin'd deſpair; 
For Collin but dies in his Lines, 
And gives himſelf that Modiſh Air. 
WY x mn 


Vhen 
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Can ; Shepherds, bred far from the Court, 
So wittily talk of their Flame! ? 


But Collin makes Paſſion his Sport, 


Beware of ſo fatal a Game: 
My Voice of no Muſick can boaſt, 
Nor my Perſon of ought that is fine, 


But Collin may find, to his Coſt, 


A Face that is fairer than mine. 
; f V. 


Ah! then I will break my lov d Crook, 


To Thee Ill bequeath all my Sheep, 


And die in the much-favour'd Braok, 


Where Collin does now ſit and weep: 


Then mourn the ſad Fate that you gave, 


In Sonnets fo ſmooth and Divine; 
Perhaps, I may riſe from my Grave, 


Jo hear ſuch ſoft Muſick as thine. 


Ot 


How 


Of the Violet, Daſie, and Roſe, 

The Hearts-Eaſe, the Lilly, and Pink, 
Did thy Fingers a Garland compoſe, 

And crown d by the Rivulets Brink; 
How oft, my dear Swain, did I ſwear, 

How much my fond Love did admire 

Thy Verſes, thy Shape, and thy Air, 

Tho' deck d in thy rural Attize? 

353535355 N 

Your Sheep-hook you ruld with ſuch Art, 
That all your ſmall Subjects obey'd Me 
And ſtill you reign d King of this Heart, 
| Whoſe Paſſion you falſly upbraid ; 
How often, my Swain, have 1 ſaid, 

Thy Arms are a Palace to me, 
And how well I could live in a Shade, 
Tho' adorned with nothing but thee. 
T 4 


VIII. 


Oh! what are the Sparks of the Town, 3 
Tho never ſo fine and ſo gay? „ 9 


I freely would leave Beds of Down, 
For thy Breaſt on a Bed of new Hay: 


Then, Collin, return once again, s 


Again make me happy in Love, 
Let me find thee a faithtul true Swain, 


And as conſtant a n I will prove. 


1 cooafiontd by 
his Verſes to Lady Catherine 
Hyde. 


1D EAR S- by Wits extold ab, Wits cry'd || Not 


(down, con 


Each Way become the Proverb of the Town! To | 
To Kittys Favour with Succeſs aſpire, 
The Second Place by Merit you acquire, 


But He, who wrote the Verſes, muſt be Prior. 
VE R SESE — 
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IVERSES 


sent to Mrs. T. B. with his 
Works. 
By an AUTHOR, 


 M. By the bare Outſide only knew, 
(Whatever was in either Good, 


-ry'd Not look'd in, or, not underſtood) 


Comes, as the Writer did too long, 

1 1 To be about you, right or Wrong 3 | 

| Neglected on your Chair to lie, 

Nor raiſe a Thought, nor draw an Eyc ; 


SES . | | In 


eee ee. 


3 SIP — nb 


T HIS Book, which, like its Author, You 


—yů— — — — 9 


GOP PO PRROgy EE — 


— — — >, N 
Py we —_ 
_ Te oC eat a 


q 
Lf 
| 

1 


In peeviſh Fits to have you ſay, 

See there! youre atways in my Way ! 
Or, if your Slave you think to blels, 
J like this Colour, 1 profe eſs 


That Red is is harning ll will bi, 


4 
Can Book, or Man, more Praiſe obtain? 


What more could G—ge or . re gain? 


Fillier than 22 cou alt thou be, 
Nay, did all Jeb breath in thee, 
She keeps thee, Book III lay my Head, 
What? throw away a Fool i in Red: | 
No, truſt the Sex's facred Rule ; 

The gaudy Dreſs will ſavo the Fool. 


In 


For 


In 


In behalf of Mr. Sou THER NVE. 
To the Duke of Arg yk. 
E PI GRA M. 


RGTY LE, his Praiſe when Southern 


| (wrote, | 
Firſt ſtruck out this, and then that Thought, 
Said, this was Flatt'ry, That a Fault ; 
How ſhall the Bard contrive 1 


My Lord, conſider what you do, 
He'll loſe his Pains and Verſes too, 
For if theſe Praiſes fit not You, 


They'll ſervc no Man alive. 
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eee 


Elightful Favrite of the tuneful Ninc, 

D Around Os Head unrival'd Gloria 
| 0, _ (ſhine; 

Your Heavenly Strains in every Boſom raiſe, - 
Ambitious Ardours to advance your Praiſe, | | 
Ev'n I, unskiil'd to touch the Vocal Lyre, 
To Numbers riſe, enliven d by your Fire. 
Above my ſelf I mount with ventrous Wing, 
Of Tou and Homer 1 attempt to Jing : 


Attempt, tho far beneath ſuch Worth! ſoar, 
At Diſtance keep, and only not Adore, 


Too 


2050 10 
To Mr. 3 on his Tran- 
Hation of Home I” 


orie 
line; 


7 


Too 
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Too long this Leader in tk Aonian flight 


To Such alone diſclosd his ſacred Light, - 


Whoſe Eyes Minerva had enducd with Sight. 
In Native Habit yeil'd, obſervd by few, 
The Deathleſs Name was all the Vulgar knew: 


His Works impregnable as Iium ſtood, 


With ten Years Labour ſcarce to be ſubdu'd; 


By thy Tranſlation» now familiar grown, 


Triumphant Albion views him all her own; 
All her bold Sons now ſcale the Trojan Wall, 


And each fair Daughter pities Hector's Fall. 


Hence be for ever in Oblivion loſt 
That long Debate, on what diſtinguiſh'd Coat 
Phibns firſt ſaw his darling Homer ſmile, , 


"8 


Since we ſalute him Born in Britains Iſle. 


4 # — 
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| Here his beſt Life begins, and in our Clime, 
More than in Greece, defies the Rage of Time. Fs 
| Thrice happy Art! could thus rchine the Oar, yy 
| And with new Luſtre all the Weight reſtore! | 
| His Genuine Beauties {till adorn your Lines, 
Still the great Soul inimitably ſhines. 
| Like his own Hero, the celeſtial Bard, 
Almoſt Immortal thro the whole appear t 
| Yet, in ſome render, ſome unguarded Part, 
. Cou d feel the Force of an invenom' d Dart; 
: Had Thetis Hers, as You your Care employ, 


The & iygian Waye had coverd all the God-like 
* . (Boy. 


* 
. 
| 

1 


— . . gn 


| 
1 
| E 
| | F 
| 
| She 
Ant 


| The 


ime. 


The 
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Inſcrib d to]. AMESHEIDEGOGE RyFEſq; 


\HERE was a Reign, as Stories ſay, 
When Britain revelld Night and Day; 
War, Famine, Plague, whatever chanc'd, 5 
folks laugh'd and ſung, and play d and danc'd. 
Virgins to Midnight Maſques would go, 

And not a Mother durſt lay, No; 

She paſs d for unpolite and rude, 

And Miſs would cry, Mamma SA Prude. 


To 


3 


To ſuch a Show, (which we ſhall call, 
For Chaſtity of Phraſe, a Ball ) 
Went One, who (all Things duly weigh'd). 
The Sequel proves muſt be a Maid. : 


1 as if ſhe pac'd to Pray r5, 
Tim rous ſhe trod the {lip' ry Stairs, 
Then peep d, before ſhe ventur d in, 
And enter d laſt for fear of Sin. 

Faſt by the Door ſhe fat her down, 
About her Knees ſhe wrapt her Gown, 
And knit both Hands exact upon her 


What, inHeroicks, we call Honour. 


Comes a ſmart Youth, who meant to dodge het, 


And, I know you ---- Who? Cozen Roger ? 
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he very ſame : Lord, how you ſit! | 

Not ſpeak a Word! not move a bit ! 
hat makes you ſtand ſo like a Poſt?--- 

Honour ſhould be loſt. 


or fear my 
4 


O Child, I'll help thee at this Pinch, 
Here's Work, indeed, about an Inch ! 

But that ſame Honour ſhan't be gone, 

lll ſtitch it up, -—- ſo ſaid, ſo done. 


From the dark Room content comes She, 
And feels ſo pure, and grows ſo free, — | 
dhe looks the Vizards in the Face, 
And ventures to take half a Glaſs, 
After one Turn, ſhe cries, I doubr, 


e her, Roger, my Honour is broke out: 
4 Sich or fo, 1 fancy, fell 
So back they went; he ſtitch'd, 'twas well. 


How, 
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6 | Ano 

How, if well- taught, a Maid advances! The 

| Next Turn, ſhe takes her Man, and dances; ; ben 
Of Danger now ſo little Notion, Ib 
That all the World admires her Motion. Mad. 
The Dance ſcarce over, in her Brain ; - © Fl we 
The Sence of Honour comes again. A- 
Roger, howe'er his Work grew dull, — 

1 another Belly-full. ß. 10 


At the next Sally, ten times bolder, 
She claps a Lawyer on the Shoulder; 8 
She ſqueaks, and calls, and romps, and rigs, pe 
And lifts up Coats, and pulls off Wiggs; 
| Here's ſuch a pulling and a hawling, 
T fear another Stitch is falling. 


Another 
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* Stitch! (hm her provider). 
The morc I ſtitch, the Rent's the wider. 
Then, not to give you too much Trouble, 
What, Cozen, if you fect me double 21 

|| Madam, fore Gad, (poor Roger faid) 
| would — but, faith, I have no Thread. 
Hey-day ! no Thread? aloud ſhe calls, 
Why, what's become of thoſe tub Balls? 


tt 


— 


To OR ILV DA commanding 
me to die for her. 


0: O M E thro' much Courage loſe theirBreath, 
And others dic for fear of Death; 


Some for their Prince, 98 for their Whore, 


By Sickneſs many, Phyſick more; ; 

Some have for Faith, ſome Atheiſm mn ad, 

And for Religion, and for Pride; | 
other U 2 d 
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And ſome in Duels bravely die, 


Vet never know the Reaſon Why. 


Nor Stone, nor Radcliffe, Gout, nor Gibbons, 
But ſome well-tancy'd Knot of Ribbons, 

Some gentecl Girdlc, or Silk Garter, 

Muſt make your little Man a Martyr. 

Ah, fair Orinda tell me, why | 

2 My harmleſs Youth is doom d to die? | 

Is it t for ſome ſuch weighty t thing, 

As that rarely Dance or Sing! 

Is it, that you've no firange Averſic on a 

To this odd Air, or aukward Perſon? : 

My Bow, my Gait, my Wigg, my Cloathing? F 


Or is it — -that Im good for Nothing! ? 
Now by thoſe Eyes which 1 adorc, 
At this rate B., G---d, Mere, 
And 


And 


And many a Wit, and many a Beau, 
Muſt all have dyd ſome Years ago. 
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* * would grieve my Ghoſt, my dear Orinda, 


Shou'd I cut Capers from a Window; * 
When you, perhaps, would have me choak 
Beneath ſome ſpreading Beech or Oak; 
Where 1 might grace the bendihg Trees, 
And wayer to the Weſtern Breeze. 

Then, till your Orders J receive, 


III take the Confidence to live. 


pF Tyrants (WC read) did not deny 
F: 
-& The Doom'd to chuſe their Way to dic: 
Grant me that Grace, and you ſhall ſay, 


Ichoſe to die the prettieſt May. 


And! | _ 


4. 


. And ſince not Death afflicts my Mind, 


But only to leave You behind; *- + 4055 
Do you but die a little too, 5 
And ſee how faſt Il dic for you, · An 
| Love's Practical Philoſophy 10 
Beſt teaches Ladies how to die. 2 WW. 


On a certain Line of Mr. BY 
Author of a Copy of Verſes, 
call'd the BgrTisy BeAvTTEs. 


| HEN One good Line did much my || Plun 
( (Wonderraile 


In Br----ſt's Works, I ſtood reſolv d to praiſe, 


Triu 
And had, but that the modeſt Author cries, | 
Praiſe undeſervd is Satire in Diſguiſe. 


An 


TEDDY 


An Foie as 
on his being elected H. fly : 


Profeſſor 


= = By Au Moon x, Bſp 


Hilſt letter d N ſmile upon their 
(Choice, 


And Albion, Shouts bid * Cambden's Shade rcjoyce; 
Tis thine to tell, from Nature's Infant State, 


The Falls of Empires, and the Births of Fate. 


To ſhew each Deed, that, hid from human Ey es 
Plung'd in the vaſt Abyſs of Ages lyes ; 


Forgotten Patriots call to ſecond Breath, 


Triumph oder Time, and mock the Boaſts of 
(Dcath. 


Bid 


An * The Founder, 
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Bid «/Zgypr's Kings from duſty Records riſe, 


And ſet her Prolomies before her Eyes. 

Again on Earth let proud Seſo/tris tread, 
Whoſe wide Domain the Eaſtern World o'crſpread 
Shew the proud Tombs which Royal Aſhes keep, 
And minded tell where Monarchs ſleep. 

By Turns paint Devaſtation, or Encreaſc, 

The Din of Battles, or the Calms of Peace; 
In ſofter Numbers, and a ſmoother Strain, 

The ſecond Cæſars, or Great Charles's Reign: 
When Wit with Peace in blended Luſtre ſhone, 


And Lawrel wreath'd the Poets Head alone. 


Not fo, impetuous Sweder's Heroe cries, 
(Whilſt tac red Lightning flaſhes from his Eyes.) 
Tears off the milder Olive from his Brow, 


sports with grim Death, and pours upon the Foc. 


& | The 


cp, 


One, 
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The Haughty Czar with ſtern Reluctance yields, 
And midſt his Triumphs fears.in Naruds Fields. 


In lofticr Sounds to liſtning Crowds proclaim 
Ungrateful Brutus, and the Julian Name. | 
Julius, who fell by too ſevere a Fate, 

Yet ſhone Triumphant thro' his Country's Hate. 
Here combat Faction, Anarchy, and Rage, 

And point his Virtues to a wondring Age. 

Call forth his genuineWorth from Envy's Stains, 
Then paint him dreadful on Pharſalia's Plains. 
See his great AQts his fainting Troops inſpire, 
Make Virtue conquer, and all Rome retire, | 
Im ni break the Battle's dread Array, 

And ſnatch the World's great Empire im a Day. 
Tho' Vice and Faction all their Force eſſay d, 


He won in Minutes, what in Years decay'd. 


Forgive 
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Forgive the Muſe, that boldly launches forth - 

To ſearch dark Annals for neglected Worth; 

Thro the vaſt Back ward wings her ſpacious Flight, 

And ſings of Worthics wrapt in Shades of Night, 

Yet from thy Name would filently xctire, _ 
Shut cloſe her Wings, and trembling drop the Lens 

Since Heaven has bleſt you with Apollo's Art, 

To wake the ſecret Paſſions of the Heart: 

Supreme in Genius, as in Art, to ſit, 

And brighten dark Philoſophy with Wit : 
Fluttring to riſe, but impotent to ſoar, | 

She views thy Worth, and only can adorc, 
. F 
Thus Agamemmon's Face a Veil o erſpraad, 
Whilſt to the Shrine his Iphigene he led: 
Too well the Monarch's Grief Apelles knew, 


And, what he could not paint, he kept from View. 


The 


Ne! 


, Ic, 
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The 
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A Song. 
„ KEN RICE, 
* 
1 Spend my ſad Life in Sighing and Cries, 
And in dark ſilent Shades mourn the Frown 
| (of her Eyes; 
Nude Satyrs and Fawns a 8 ply ſhow, 


And Wolves howl in Conſort to the Voice of 
(my Woe. 


Eyn Mountains and Groves are kinder than She, 


Groans rebound from cach Rock, Tears drop 
(from each Tree, 


And all things but H lvia can pity poor Me. 


Come, 


300 ORIGINAL. 


Come, Sylvia, come, learn of the Shades to be ner! 
(kin l Cheer: 


N 10 77 the fond Trees N to bend with 22 
49 eee c all 


As Drops often fall, hardeſt Stones will relent, And 
Ah! learn, crucl Maid, when I weep, to repent, 


The Ivy will ne'er from Embraces remove, 


N Where 

The Mixtures of Waters their Marriages prove; 4 
Learn of Trees to unite, learn of Rivers to Love. } . .. 
REED Noll tl 
Al 


A on from the ſeventh 
OD E of the firſt Book off 
wm RAC E. , 6 bak Chee! 


By the Same. W 
The. 
1. The | 

A 


HEN Teucer from his Father fled, 
W And left the Shore of Salamine, 
Are Poplar Garland crown'd his Head, 

Glowing with Warmth of gen'rous Wine. 


Cheer ! 


ent. 


th 
of 


cr! 
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Cheer! to his drooping Friends, he ſaid, - 
Tho Fate our Native Soil debar; 
Be all its harſh Decrees obey'd, 
And we ſubmit, but not deſpair. 
=. 


Where'cr it leads, we bravely go, * 
Chance will a better Parent be; 
Roll then, ye Waves; ye Tempels, blow, e 


A better Country is the Sea. 
IEEE 
Cheer | up my Mates, tis I PE ES ; 
' Worſe Ils with Teucer have you known ; 
The Gods will give another Land, 


A Salamine, to laſt our own. 


Bchold 
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* 
Behold this Bowl, diſpell your Fears, 
Let genial Pleaſures flow to Day; 
In this full Bow! drown all your Cares, 


To Morrow we can Anchor weigh. 


—_—— 


In Anſwer to thai who ask d 
what Women are before and 
after Marriage. 


By the Same. 


5 F AIR, as the cy Rays of new. born Light, 


Firſt ſeen, and glirring f from the Wombof 


N — | 


Fair as the Fruit, which did the Sex deceive; 5 

And wiſer than the Snake that tempted Eve; wo 
Sweet, as the Oil, which Veſtal Lamps ſupplies, 
And pure as Flames, which from their Altars riſe; 


Beauteous 
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Beauteous, as Flow'rs, which Edens Garden crown'd; | | 
Fer Weeds of Sin had choak'd the holy Grounds = | 
Chaſte as the Eyes of Babes, not open d quite, 
T admit the bold Addreſſes of the Light; 

Soft as the genial Heat which Life began, 
And gently kindled Mortar into Man; 


— {Soft as the carly Down of Angels Wings, 


1 


Good, as an Angel, when he Succour brings. 


Such Angels are they all, before they wed, 
But how bedevil'd by the Nuptial Bed! 


One turning Year diſplays an alter d Scene, ” 


nt, And each courſe Dowdy ſeems to Her a Queen, 

"of I His Lady's ch no more the Husband owns, 
Each at th Approaches of the other frowns. 
Tho her white Skin be ſoft, as 'twas before, | 


Yet now a heal chful Roughneſs pleaſes more. 


©; 


Tho- 


Us 
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Tho chaſt as Lucrece She continue ſtill, | 
Her ways in Company become her ilh J 357 a 62 
To That brisk Yourh ſhe ſpeaks too Kind, on This | 5 


Ve V 


She looks too long, or gives too fond a Kiſs. 


P! 


Tho ſweet as May, ſne muſt not now come near, ) 


Your Breath, alas! he crics, is touch d, my Dear! y 
And one Embrace muſt ſerve her half a Tear. 
This makes the Sex a Thouſand Tricks invent, 
Without the Nooſe to gain a ſoft Content: 
Which if unwiſe and falſe ſome Cynicks call, 2 
Damn d perjurd Man is guilty of them all. 
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To Cxasar Bon 24 
* Mr. D RYD E v. 
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= 1 e Man, who once OR trail'd a 


SEE (Few 
Lives not to pleaſe bimſelf, but other Men; ; 
ls always drudging, waſtes his Life and Blood, 

et only cats and drinks what you think Good: 


What Praiſc ſde re the Poetry deſerve, 


1 
ß, 


Yet every Fool can bid the Poet ſtarve, 

7 The fumbling Lecher to Revenge is bent, 
becauſe he thinks himſelf, or Whore, i is meant; 
Name but a Cuckold, and the City ſwarms, 


From Leaden-Hall to Ludgate is in Arms. 
; Wcere 


4 Gi 8 


In the beſt Times poor Pocts live by Chance. 


Were there no fear of Anti- Cbriſt or France, Jo bis 
it, a 
Pot al 
By Vil 

oule 


o ſhc 


ou KI 


Either you come not here, or, as you grace 


Some old Acquaintance, op into the Place, 
Cireleß and qualmiſh; with a yawning Face. 
Lou ſleep ger Wit, and, by my troth, you may 
Mot of your Talents lie another way. 

vou love to hear of ſome prodigious Tale, Pcath's 
The Bell that toll'd alone, or th Triſh Whale. They k 
News is your Food, and you cnough provide, 7 fin 
Both for your ſelves, and all the World beſide. 


One Theatre there 1 is, of vaſt Reſort, 


A Tric 


Murde: 


Which w hilom of Requeſts Was call'd the Com That t 


But now the great Exchange of News tis hight ut ma 
And full of Hum and Buz, from Noon till Night he. P 


Up Stairs and down YOu run, as for a Race, 


| And cach Man Wears three Nations: in his Face, 


80 


v you look, tho Claret you retrench, 

arm d with Bottled Alc, you huff the F rench, 
Wat all your Entertainment ftill is fed 

By 87 in Au Own « dull Hand 1 
Vould you b to u „ We la 23 
o ſhow you better Rogues upon the, Stage: 


ou know no Poiſon but Plain Rats- banc here, 


Death's more refin'd, and better bred, cl\cwherc, 
They have a civil way in Traly 
e,- y melling a Perfume to make you te, h 
ide. \ Trick would make you lay your Snuff bor by. ) 
urder's a Trade----fo known and practis ꝗ there, 
hat tis infallible, as is the Chain 1 40“ 
ut mark their Feaſts, you ſhall bchold ch, Pranke, 


light he Pape figs Graco, but tis the! Devil gives 
| (Thanks, 


.Outt, 


üght, 
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In all 
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EPIL O GU H 


TO Mir HRIDATES. I 
. By the Same. * 

= Tn, hut g 
O UVE ſeen aPairof faithful Lovers dieyf Or i 


And much you carc ; for moſt of you That 


(will ch, vert 


Twas a juſt Judgment on cheir Conſtancy. They 


For, Heav'n be thank d! we live in ſuch an Ape Tis 1 
When no Man dies for Love, but on the Stage Wh 
And cen thoſe Martyrs are but rare in Plays: Men 
A curſed Sign how much truc Faith decays! a 
Love is no more a violent Deſire, 


But a meer Metaphor, a painted Fire. 
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In all our Sex, the Name examin'd well, 

85 Tis Pride to gain, and Vanity to tell: 

I] In Woman, tis of ſubtle Intereſt made; ; 

2 h Curſe on the Punk. that made it firſt a x Trade! 


She beft ia Wir 8 Prerogative remove, 
And made a Fool preſume to prate of Love. 


Let Honour | and Preferment go for Golds 
Bar glorious Beauty is not to be folds == 

Ge Or if" be, u at a Rate ſo high, 

you That nothing but adoring it ſhould buy. 

TY yer the rich Cullies may their boaſting ſpare, 
They purchaſe but ſophiſticated Ware. 

Tis Prodigality that buys Dcecit, | 

Where both the Giver and the Taker cheat. 

Fre Men but refine on the old Half Crown Way, 
And Women fight, like $STISS75, for their Pay. 
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The tim rous Creatures, fearful to complain. 


If One m 
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ORITNDA, now a mighty Queen you But 


* ; : þ ＋ #3; | ' 
Neo t 0% ori! 1. 11101:(rcign, Whe! 


- Your I hronę is in the Heart of every Swain; 


With ſtrict Obſervance they each, Motion eye, Not, 
You ſmilg, they live; but: if you frown,they dig 


But, 


Only to lifele& Things xelate their Pain. 
They bid the Winds go whiſper in you Ear, 


How much they love, and yet how much they 
e 1 (fear I. 


* 


4 g 7-4 


re bold, his Paſſion dares declare, Muſt 
Yet with what Dread docs he approach the Fair, 


Leſt any Word too harſh offend her Ear? 


2 


D OE M-S, & ce, _ 


If Such a Fayour n ne er ic o ſmall * 
Twill, - ell DF an bu qdred Years of Pains 


Sd A SHANE EIT rio Wo u CLES. * nor 5 bf 


Over theis Hearts you bear a perfect Sen, 


o 3 * LIN 


5 
N 85 


When you command, they re pron ry. may 


ö 3 4 4 * * N . TOR 1 VO In > — „ 2 (obey. 
4 . 5 
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2 you But, my Pads. in chat very Hour, 
* When once you give your — yoth loſe your 


N 5.:- : 1 Pow'r. 
Not, but you vc Charms, that could an Hermit 
(move 
7105 01 
But, what's his own, an  Husband cannot love: 


Ver . 


He cannot, like Narciffus, s oricyc and 1 moan, 


And dic for what he aaa 4 to > be his Own. 
, * | 7 LE ? 


74 4 of . ; 
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(fear The Eye, where once be us d to read his Fate, 


Muſt now upon his every Motion wait; : 


* 


* IAA a 12 #41 13 E 
k 
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” 


Will tell you now. you. re bound, you muſt obey, 


Tis juſt, lar every Deg foould have his Tp. 
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The Tongue, which us'd ſuch tender things to ſay, 


) 


1 


HO Celias born to be ador d, 
And Sj trephon to adore her born, | 


In Vain wel Pity is implord, That 


Who kills him twice, with Charms and Scorn. Whe 


II. 
Fair Saint, to your bleſt Orb repair, This 
' To learn in Heavn a heavenly Mind; V 
Thence hearken to a Sinners Pray t, Not, 
Bt 


And be leſs bcautcous, or more kind. 


By Dr. Kixkick. | 

det to Muſick by Mr. H. Puxcz 11. 
: Fan 

N. who did to thriee Man's Age 


(attain 5 


This Truth by vaſt 88 found, | 
” That buſy Stazeſinen but project in Vain, 
rn. | When Bumpers paſs not briskly round. 
| g . 
This Maxim then he to his Maſter gave, 
When he in Council ſhould debate, 
N ot, Trojan like, to ſit moroſe and grave, 
But drink, and to ſupport the State. 
A 2 | The 


. . — ——————— 
* 
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A* Cheap a ern Bet, er 5 


As ſound as a Bell, as true as rough Steel is, 


Sce! here's my Lords! Pad, Mat h his Stable Ito) races 


3D 24242 2 4.4... > $22 
"PD EEY 4 


By he Same. 


| , 741 
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From the Tow ufd rhe burr, you mult 4 
(to the V: 


She goes well itfots welt; fle has at her Pac) 
And yet the di belle was boliglit out oftheTrales.) 


Search the Country around, and out of its BOoun- \ 


5 1 12 Hi. „eit 03 30 noc ti „ics “ SY 
You'll ſoon n IST Kotha well ſbap d and found) 
| = lis, | An 
4-73 15 | © / 1 
And but dreſs acr, andt trim a her, Shes as Nl as An 
2181 513 {4430 6 Ol (a Coumtèſt. | 
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AIN would 1 reſt, but ill prevailing Fear 


Alarms my tarohving Breaſt; around my 
Heart 


F 


A thouſand Cares i in tim rous Council ſit, 


And, ever and anon, I frares” | 


— 


And Apprehenſion brings the Danger near, 


And then our ruin d Walls the F Foc admit 


© 5 7 ” 


316 ORIGINAL. 


| _ Dire 
So the poor flutt ring tender Dove, | | 
Ia the kind tumult of her helpleſs Love; 5 
9 Hangs hovring oer her unfledg'd Young, Tt 
0 
And dreads the Dragon's Hiſs, and pois nom 
2 ; 1 . oo. tongue. 
With th Fr whole * they march; and, lo! 


(dilphy 
Themſelves 3 our 1 nw in y o rout | 
_ Show'rs of big Stones from every Quarter fly, 
And rugged Deaths come hiſſing thro the Sky ! 
What muſt We do? Ye faving Pow'rs, WI 


With all your ſtrong Artillery of Aid - An 


2+ Wa A 


Defend us from this curſt Blocade,, +] 


« * 5 
12 


And guard our  Theban Men and Theban Towts, 


TR IL 3 He 

What Land muſt We for This more fertile Soil II 
; Take in Exchange, when to the Foe 
We leave its lovd Abodes in Spoil, v 


And from the Streams of Dirce go? A 
| Dzrece ! 
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Dirce! whoſe wholſome Flood is better far L 
Than all the Waters Neptune 0 er, 
Or River- Ny mphs, in kindneſs gave, — 

To bleſs a Land with their inriching Wave. © 
But, Oh! ye Guardian Gods, confound 
The Force, that does our Walls ſurround. 

Send on. 'em dire Diſcomfit and Diſmay, 

While in Deſpair they caſt their Shiclds away. 
Yours be the Glory, while you ſtand 
The Champions of our Walls and Land; 

While to our piercing Sighs your Ears you bend, 


And Succours to our Supplications lend 


III. | | 
How dreadfull will the Scene of Slav'ry be! 


How horrid, to bchold this Ancient Town 


The Prey of War, falln from its old Renown ; 


Wrapt in Diſhonour, and in Ruin loſt; 


While, by th' unkind permitting Gods Decree, 


A Grecian triumphs o'cr our vanquiſh'd Hoſt! 


Our 
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Our Matrons, he our Virgins Captives made, : 
With Hair disſheyell d, and with Garments torne 
Like bridled Stecds, by force in Shackles | os 2 
The Lordly Vitor 8 Triumphs t to adorn! 8 . 

The City rings with Groans and Cries 

Of cycry Age, and all * | . 
of wretched Slaves one large extenſive Train; 8 
Oh! 7. hebes, 1 remble for uf furure © Pain. 

But oh! what Tongue can i ſpeak the Gier 


To lee bright Maidens i in the curl Parade, 5 


int 


Whoſe lovely Youth, "and perfect Charms, | 


Ripen'd to bleſs the longing Brideg grooms Arms, 
To foul Diſhonours now betray'd ! ! 2 
Now doom dro Rape without Relief! 

'Ye Gods! 'Tis better far to dic, 


Than live the Heirs to ſuch Calamity. 


For 


For C 
SW 
Cle 


And 
Gro: 


The 
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And Impious Acts the Front of Virtue ſtain. 
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e RI 
Sword, Fire, and Thraldom evry where. 
Clouds of hot Smoke each Street prophane; | 

While the bloody God of Arms | 
Stirs up Rage and rude Alarms; 


19 U 
Groans of departing Souls poſſeſs the Air; 
Thebes is involy din Death s capacious Snare. 
Here the able Soldier falls 


Pierc'd by the Spear: of his Superior Foe: 5 


There inhumane Rivlers flow | 


With Blood of Infants aſl d again the Walls. 


Some cruſt to nimble Flight, and with* cm bear 


What firſt they think to fave inhaſty F cars 


Eat | 
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Each meets his N cighbour , fweating with the 


(Weight 
Of the poor Me of his loſt Eſtate 


Others in empty Flight their Safety ſhare, 
Each comforted with Partners of Deſpair ; 
Vet Neither wiſhing th other's Fate 
Or worſe, or on the Level with their own Eſtate, 
But what Deſcriptioncan expreſs 
| A Scene of Miſeries like Theſe! 
„ 
The fertile Earth's whole Products trampled down, 
To make Corruption rich, torment the aking ae 
To ſee the blended Ruin! Maids undone, 
With Aſpects full of Horror, wake Aﬀeight : 
While their chaſt Retreats they quit, 
With Hearts of Sotrow and unwilling Feet: 
In confusd Havock all to Ruine goes, 
And down the Stream of wild Deſtruction flows. 


Virgins, 


Sen 


| the 


eight 


ſtate, 


WS, 


ns, 
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Virgins, as yet unviſited with Came, © 


Now feel the Pangs of ſtrong Deſpair : 
By, Life's prime Bleſſi ng, Youth to Shame betray'd, 
In Tears they mount the hated Victors Bed. 
But ſome appointed End of Woe muſt come, 
And bury theſe Afflictions in its friendly Womb. 


— 


An Invocation to WALL ER, 


Sent to the Authors Miſtreſs, in her Book. 


W 


The various Arts of Praiſe, and Pow'r of Love, 


By Mr. Jene 


AL L EN, hoſe happy Genius could 
(improve 


Who tender Thoughts could in ſoft Verſe declare, 


Soft, as the Words of parting Lovers are; 


Y Eaſie, 
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| Eaſic, yet ſtrong, as the delightful Chain This 


That She may feel the Pains I undergo z 


By which Clarinda does my Soul detain; Thar 

Be kind, Thou matchleſs Poet! and inſpire 

Still as ſhe reads, her Breaſt with equal Fire; 1 

Warm her to Love, to Pity her incline, 28 

And fit the Motions of her Soul to mine. Ss 
na, 


Shew her, how Scorn her Beauty will deface,' 


25 Weaken, her Charms, and blemiſh ev ry Grace: — 


Shew her how bright kind Amoroet is, how fair, FP 
So much her Mind does influence her Air. ; 
Then tell her how I love, and tell her So, 


Fecling, may pity ; pittying, may reſtore ; 


And call her Goodneſs in againſt her Pow'r. = 
Could, mighty Poet, thy ſucceſsful Art, 5 Quis 
Could it prevail oer her obdurate Heart, | F 


And work Conſent, I'd ſtrait thy Glory raiſc, Julia 


And Worſhip pay, where now I only praiſe. A 


This 
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This were a Conqueſt worthy more Renown, 
Than had you haughty Sachariſſa won. 


Hear, kind Charinda, what 1 bid him do, 
But rather let me owe Your Love to You. 
Forgive me that I Him my Agent made, 
I And, for believing You unkind, upbraid. 


® PEPIGRA MMA in Jour 


M 


- 


E nive candenti petiit modo Julia, rebar 


Ione carerenivem 3 Nix tamen ignis erat. 

Quid nive frigidins * Noſtrum amen urere pectus 

bs Nix potuit, manibus, Julia, miſſa tuis. 

Quis locus inſidijs dabitur mihi tutus amoris, 
Frigore concretd ſi latet ignis aqud? 


ic, I Julia, ſola potes noſtras extinguere flammas, 


e. Non nive, non glacie, ſed potes igne pari. 
This | 


"3 | St, Tran 
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(gl ſaſh oft lf oat ett ih, 


ee «7 6 Gen and eh ele 
Tranſlated into EN 4. TVN 
. By Mr. B 


J ULTA once ſtruck me with a Ball of Snoy, 
I thought Snow was not Fire, but felt it gloy. 
Than Snow, what colder is? Yet 'twas a Brand, 


Which burn'd my Breaſt, when thrown from 
(Julias Hand 


WhatPlaceis ſafe from treacherous Love's Surprize, 
If Force of Firc in congeald Water lies? 
Julia alone can make my Flames expire, 


Not with her Snow, or Ice, but equal Fire. 


The! Of 


5NOV, 


of T. HEOCRITUS ; 
glow, 
3 And inſerib'd to BARMHAM Goo, Bj 
from By Mr. THEOBALD. 
Hand. 


pri, HOUL D we, Dear Sir, the Cauſes ſcan, 


Why Toil is born, whence Arts began, 


What Motive tis, that both excites, 
And helps to lay, our Appetites, 

That ſharpens Induſtry and Senſe, 
Tis Poverty, and Want of Pence. 


To This we owe the dear Supplies 


The Of all our Eaſe. and Luxuries; For 


Imitated | Ew the 2 1ſt. Idyllium 
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For while the Rich, (a happy Few!) 
Can ſit up late, andriſe-fo too, 
The Subject of to Morrow's Bread 
Sh fills the carchil Laböurers Head, 

He ſleeps not half the Time he might, 
Leaſt he ſhould make too long a Night. 


Two good old Drudges, Dutch by Nation, 


And Fiſhermen by Occupation, 

Oft as their daily Work was or, 

| Took a ſhort Nap upon the Shore: 
Beneath a little Hovel-Houſe 

Made of Sea-Mud, and twiſted Boughs, 
Ooꝛe and dry Weeds they nightly ſpread 
To ſerve the Turn of Feather-bed. 

And Each, his wearied Head to raiſe, 
Athwart a Wicker Basket lays; 


Oeer 


Oer 
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Oer This, the padded Cap and Jerkin; 
The Sunday Geer, not Thoſe they work in! 


Around tacir Walls, which were not high, 
Were hung the dripping Nets to dry, l 
Here Heaps of Rods, there Lines of Hair, „ | 
And evry Kind of Nooſe and Snarc . 
n, ¶ Lay ſcatter d; and hard by the Flood, 
Their Boat, a good old Servant, ſtood | 
On Rollers rais d above the Mud. 
Theſe, and their acker Tools of Trade 
Were all the Furniture they had; 
They thought what ſerv'd for Uſe, enough 3 
And All beſides, ſuperfluous Stuff. ] 
Thus in lone Cott, on homely Dict, 


They live content with Toil and Quict: 
Nor to the buſic Town repair, N | 
Unleſs to Market with their Ware: 
Oer 5 I „ Without 
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Without the leaſt Deſire to know 
How Stocks, or Reputations, go. 


Suppoſe the good Old Souls addreſt, 
Upon the wave-beat Shore, to Reſt; | 
The Moon, like Watch-man, ſtoln away, 
Before one doubtful Glimpſe of Day: 
When Peter, who a Coil had kept, 

And toſt, and tumbled, as he ſlept, 
Starts from his Doze with much Surprize, 
And open rabs his ſlimy Eyes: 1 
And, longing now his Mind t'unbend, 

He rouſes up, and wakes his Friend. 


Lord! Thomas, how theſe Men of Learning, 


Cries He, are out in their Diſcerning! 


Pray, what good Reaſons have they fort, 


To ſay the Summer N ights are ſhort? 


Ive 
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Ive dreamt a hundred Dreams to Night; 
A Hundred! — more — yet tis not Light. 


Peter, ſ⸗ ys t other, Thourt a Fool; 
Nor know'ſt, the Scaſons change by Rule: 
And Nights are ſhorter much, that's certain, 
At Midſummer than at St. Martin. 
But thouſt Cunundrums in thy Head, 
That make thee weary of thy Bed. 


Prithee, let's hear what tis, d'ce ſee, 
Has made thee wake thy ſelf and me. 


Gladly, cries Peter, tis my Wiſh 
To ſhare our Dreams as well as Fiſb; 
Methought, I fate by yonder Tree, 
* And threw my Line into the Sea; 
J ſcarce could dip it in, but ſtrait 


A Whbopper jumpt, and gorg d my Bait: 


Art 


I've 


Art there, quo II S0 gave —_ 

And fancied J had done the Work 
But, longer not in Doubt to leave you, 
1 found the Fiſh Fd caught ſo oye” | 
That I was fore'd with gentle Hand 
To draw him onward to the Land: 

So down I ſtoopd, and taking hold 
The * Beaſt was all of folid Gold. 

Lord! What a Twitter 1 was in 

| Betwixt my Joy and Fear of Sin: 

For, fad] to my felf; 1 win 

This be not N. eptune's Favrite Fich; 

Or elſe, thought 1 again, tis Odds 

But this may come from higher Gods, 

A Bleſſing of indulgent Fate 

IJ Toraiſe me up to Something G 2 

In ſhort, I took that Hint, and ore 


Never to follow Filing more: 


—— 


* 


* aft; waduroy cb cor 4% 7e, KC. Theocr. 
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But to live idle, and grow ſprites, | 
And do as other Gentry uſe. 
But, Thomas, ah! The Plague dns Thie, 
Waking, Irmer find the Fifh : 


And I've ſtrange Scruples, in my Head 
About the deſperate Vow 1 made. 

Ah! Peter, ſays his Friend, Thy Skull 
Is not more ſeriipillous, than dull: 
My Judgment of thy Caſe is This, 
You neither ſwore nor caught the Fiſh : 
So that you'd berter, without grudging, 
Take down the Nets, and fall to drudging, 
Than longer chew an empty Scheme, 
And flarve upon a genteel Dream. 

The M O RAL. 


Peter conſents ; and now is able 
To give this Moral of the Fable: 


2 7 2 3 
AA 3 Rr 
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| That better Fortunes may be made 
Buy Induſtry, and Skill in Trade, 


Than if Dame Fortune would equip ye, 
Some with Southſta, Some Mififpps. 

For in both Thoſe, the Tale will hold, 

All may catch Gadgeons few catch Gold. 


The ANSWER 


By: 8 0 Bſg 


"OUR Fa BL E; Fir, is clean and pretty, 
And told to Me - —— exceeding Witty. 


To Me, Who, working on the Scheme 
Of PETE R, wakd from golden Dream: 


A Lying Dream l but 0 like my 


That Agamemnon never knew 


A Fairer at his Pillow ſtand, 
Tho! dreſt to cheat by Foue's Command. 


Ane 


Fol 


ty, 


And rather Elegant than Great. 


By Such did Milon make Eve marvel, 
And ſuch La Fountaine taught Hans Carvel. 


All This is by us Dreamers meant 


To ſhew we dream by Precedent ; _—_ 


And can as many Blunders break - 


In French, and Engliſh, as in Greet: 
For (other Circumſtances clipt) 
The naked Truth is —Iam dipt. 


' You know, when Fortune is a changing, 
Dame F ANCY ever takes a Ranging; 
With Me ſhe did —- and built a Seat, 


With Coach-Houſe, Gardens, wondrous neat, 


She furniſh'd all things neceſſary 


For Friends --- from June to January; 
When 


When all the Cunning of Projector, 
Was damp'd by that cw/t Mord DIxx cron. 
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If you have cer at Smithfield been 
In May, you have, or might have ſeen, 


A Chair volant, where Children try 


With little Hands to reach the Sky : 


With Airs. ambitious up they go, 


And ſcorn the Ground and Crowd below: 
Their giddy Circle” ended, they | 
Deſcend again — but firſt they pay. 
Their Pleaſures they in Fancy feel, 

The Gain is H1s, f who turns the Wheel. 


Thus Tale for Tale, and there's the Jeſt, 
My Statu Quo, Sir, ſpeaks the reſt. 


To 


K. 
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V 
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. 


On CAT'O: Ocrafion'd 7 Mr. 
ADD1soN's Tragedy of that 


Name. 


By Mr —— 


Is ancient Rowe by Party-FaRions rent, 
Long ſince the gen rous Cato did lamgnt.; 
Himſelf united with his Countrys Cauſe, 
Bravely refus d to live, midi dying Laws. 
Pleasd with returning Liberty to come, 
With Joy the Hero riſes from his Tomb; 


And i in Britannia finds a ſecond Nome. 


Till by repeated Rage, and Civil Fires, 


Th unhappy PAT RIO r again expires; 


Weeps Oer her Fate, and to the Gods retires. 


1 
1 
4 
1 
1 
4 
4 
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TO FLORIN DA,; 


On her wearing an Apron embroider'd with 
Trophies and Warlike Inſtruments. 


By the Same. 


I. N Homer's Time, when Deities came down, 


Their proper Signals made each Godhead 
known: T. 


Thunder from Seu s A pproach and forked Fire, || N 


Warm d each preſumptuous Mortal to retire; B 


When Cytherea rode, who ſaw the Dove, 


Wiſely gave way, nor view'd the Queen of Love. 


C 
1 
So, whilſt Fjorinda moves with awful State, A 
Enſigns of Conqueſt tell the Deaths that wait A 

4 


Thafpiring W retch, whodaresto tempt his Fate. 


Damon 


VC. 
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DAMON CELIA. 


N* 


0 T ſentenc 4 Wrerches, when the 4556 
eptiecve 


Comes down a longer Date of Life to give, 


With ſtronger Tran ſports the kind Warrant greet, 
That ſaves them from a Doom they fear d to meet» 
Than I thy long expected Letter ſcise, 244 115% 


Hoping it might my lab ring Soul appeaſe. 
But, oh! too ſoon, by the Contents I find, 


Celia has charg d her Muſe to be unkind. 
The wintry Numbers i in- Reſentments flow, #4 
And daſh my Breaſt with Drifts of chilling Snow 


In Merey to me Rill the Storm purſue, . 


And to the laſt your vengeful Stores renew. | 


% 


* The 
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The Icicles will ſoon perform your PIER, 
And grow at once my Murtt'cer and my Tomb. 


Think not, it + cheers me that PF: Verſe, you 
5 (praiſe, 


My Boſom pants no Jonger for the Bays; x 


21 ; 18 = 


Ihe Poy'r of Verſe for ever 1 diſclaim, j 4 FJ 


And quit that toilſom, doubtful, Chace: of Fame 


-  Fondiy, L own, I did a While aſpire 
From Celin's: Eyes tc ſteal a Pos Fires, 
But She the facrod Influence .denics, 7 


And guards with Lighting het indignant Eyes. 


Betimes ill-fated Youth, thy Lyre bequeath, | 
And with no more the diſtant Lawrel-Wreath. 
Diſdain the:Fontn of Harmony to prove, 
Unleſs you owe that Harmony to Love. 
But Celia ſays, thy Boſdm burns no more; 
Its Flames are ſicken d, and its Raptures Oer: 

| That 


mb. 


you 


uſe, 


me. 


hat 
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That dull Indiff rence now uſurps its part, * 


| And Indolence has ſeizd thy ſtupid Heart: 


If this be true, ye Furies, let me feel 

Your galling Flames, your Whips of raging Steel, 
With harpeſt Pains this Lethargy remove, 
Give back my Senſe, and wake me into Love. | 


O Celia, cruel Maid, thy Lover hear, 
Still charming, tho relentleſs and ſevere! 


Houeer my feeble Lines forget t impat 


The Tenderneſs that fills my ſuff ring Heart; 

I boaſt a Mind that loves the nobleſt Wey, 

And ſcorns Indifferences baſe Allay ; 

My Muſe may languifh, but my Eyes are full, 
And my Soul fervent, tho my Verſe be dull. 

I harbour not à fickle Flame, that darts 

A ſhort-liv\d Blaze, and ſuiks, and ſhines by Starts: 
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But one ſerene as That, which Night and Day 
Chaſt Veſtals watch'd, and never knew Decay: 


What, tho'no proud; no vain, Profeſſions ſhine 
No Tranſports glitter in each gladſome Line; 1 * 
Can rigid Celia's Boſom not allow, 


For . Languifhment and Weight of Woe? 


h it no Pain to doat upon thy Charms, 2 

vet ſee, tos Fate divides thee from my Arms? 

No BliG1 coyet, but what Thou can'ft give, 
For thee alone I droop, for thee 1 Ive? 

For thee; all other Joys inſipid grow, A. 

The Seaſon changes, but no Change 1 know. | 

To the dear Thought of Thee I ſtand confin'd, 

And abſent Celia takes up all my Mind. 

My once · pri⁊ d Friends of alterd Love complain, 

And call me ſpiritleſs and dull in vain; 4 

Unknowing of my Cauſe, unknowing of my Pain 

In 
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In me no chearful Intervals take Place, | 
Mirth flies my Tongue, and Gaicty my oats. 
If This be not to feel my Celias Pow” r, 
Still let her wiſh me an uneaſy Hour "ip 

Still be the fame wlentles. cruel, Maid, | 
Forbear to pity, and peri t a 


4 + 
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On LUCIN DA, . 


bim in his Sickneſs 
By da Jann: H E vo 0D, 


Sic ego mente jacens, & a ſaucius it?s u, 
Aamonitu cœpi fortior eſſe tus. 


——— Sic ad tua verba revixi, 


Ut ſolet infuſo Vena redire mers, 
:p: | Ovid. 


8 O m Janguiſhid, nd 10 faſt 
So almoſt thought each Hour my aft 
That, till divine Lucinda came, 


Life burn d but with a glim ring Flame: : 
| Z3 But 
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But raging Sickneſs, ſtrong Decay, Not 
On her Approach, at once gave way : ee your 


So Phetbus, with his Rays of Light, 
Diſpels the Mons hy Night, ＋ 391] 
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| | | As Nature Reken when a Dearth: ny 
| Locks the-parch' Bofom of the Fark; yu 
| But, when refreſh'd with kindly Shows, 1 5 
| We ſce geen Groves and fmilting Flow' rs! Tus 
| So, at Lucinda s Sight, half dead — 
Before, I raiſe my drooping Head: a ] 
The Springs of Life are wound again, W -- 
| And a new Vigour fell cach Vein. 
| Had you not kindly come, to fave 
| Your dying 5 rrpbon from the Graye, F 
Enldels had been the Strife of Art, by X. 
| 155 To heal my Limbs, or caſe my Heart. : By 


Not 


Not Mead himſelf Relief could. give, | 


431220, 


T elit ct 5 tler u 
0 lovely Maid! be kinder 0h | : 


And make the Cure, begun, complcat; 


Know, that there 5 Kamelen ſtill behind, 


To cure the. Feaver of f my Mind: 


. 


* hs quite revive, or | — — A 


Fe AR diftantfrom the Muſe, (for 4255 OY. 


The Soul toLove,inſpircs the flowing Lines ) 
And whillt no orateful Object glads 1 sieht, 15 
Nor Grove, nor ſunny Hill, to Verſe i invite, 8 
But ſome eternal Din obltructs Delicht, 


8 24 | . Poetic 


To: a Friend in 1 the Contr. 
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Enjo joy "SIM Conte and ſilent Reſt; ; 


Poetick Fire, my Friend, now faintly glows, * In \ 


And by Degrees will ſicken into Proſe: * ] Sha 
But when a Friend's Performance you peruſe, Flo 


What Judgment blames, good Nature will eccuſe. But 


Whit You, with Fortune's choice Bountie 
bleſt 


Whilſt Loye it ſelf your Happineſs conſpires, 


And kindly gratifcs eternal kires > 7 
Me the Vain Heat of fond Ambition Fog : Ti 
; To fight, in Climes unknown, my Country's Cauſe; v 
To Flanders, or the diſtant Danube's Mead, T 
Whilſt Honour and her Fay'rite Marlbro lead; L 
Or el &, by brare drgvle's Command, repair v 
To Scotland's deſert Hills and rigid Air. B 
Yer vain ſhall the ſevereſt Climate prove, 7 


Againſt a Breaſt lo warm d within by Love. 


In 


uſe ; 


In 
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In vain the tedious March and ſleepleſs Night 
Shall ſtrive to make me ſtranger to Delight: 
Florella's Charms ſhall all my Cares remove, 

But, what ſhe brings, the pleaſing Care of Love, 


Oh! which ſhould I prefer, the generous Fire 
Ambitious Honour gives, or ſoft Deſire? 
Honour, the dear Inſtructor of the Brave, 
That only marks the Hero from the Slave; 
That rules the generous Breaſt with greater Awe, 


Than een Religion, or reſtraining Law; 


Where dwelt thou, darling Goddeſs, tell me where, 
The Myſtery of thy Abode declare? 

Livſt thou in duſty Fields, or rough Campaigns, 
Where the full Vigour of thy Influence reigns, 
By the ſhril Trumpet and loud Drum inſpir d, 
Till the whole Soul is with thy Image fird? 
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EC 


Vet never were thy flatt'ring Charms enjoy * 
Till in the cold Embrace the Hero dy d. 

Or ſhall I ſeck thes at the buſy Bar, 

Where Lawyers wage a no leſs noiſy War? 
Can Honour in the hird Oration reign, 
Or Thirſt of Glory dwell with Thirſt of Gain) 
| Falſe Honour! Vain Illuſion, vainly ſoughtl. 


Exiſtence haſt thou no where, but in 3 11 


Ss the bewilderd Travellers purſue u: 
a | 1 oy | 


Quite oer the craggy Rock and tedious Plain; 


At laſt ſurrounded by the rowing Main. + 
"ay and Home employ n in van.“ 


But Love's the fie Paſſion of the Mmd, 
Where Innocence and laſting Joys are joyn d. 


Re 
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When Nature gave us Love, * gave ſuch Store 
Of Happineſs, that ſhe could add no more. 
One Scale with weighty Cares the Goddeſs fills, 
But Loye's the Balance of ten thouſand Ills. 
Would my Flarells take me to her Arms, 
Aden the fla ſhy Pomp of land Alarms! 
Far from the noiſy Camp would I retire, 


With Joys luxuriant feed the am rous Fire: 
Reclin'd upon her tender Boſom lye, 


Drinking full Draughts of Love at cither Eye: 


Breath out my Soul in ſofteſt Words, and Sighs, 
And the yain, nn giddy World deſpite | 
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Writ in a Lady 8 Prayer Book, 
By the Same. „ Wo 
| HI L 8 T You, bright Angel, Heayen 
| alone Furlus- RX 
FF 2 f 5 
Our ea are fix d on equa Heaven in You, 
But why ſuch Beauty and ſuch Rigour join d} $ 
Ne er for a Cloy! ſter was that Face deſig gn'd 
To bleſs, and not to curſe, Mankind, was e | 
They. ſinile, and anſwer the Def igns of Heay' n. | 5 55 


I SONG to SYLVIA, 


By Dr. KENRICK, 


| : ; 5 Ban, 


W HE N. Lover meet: beneath a Shade, 
2 And alluungʒ huſtr d d for Bliss conſpire; 


Of Ice and Snow the Nymph is made, 


a * 


| - Whom Paſſion warms not into Fire. 


Haſte 


A Brain ſo glorious, and a Face ſo fair 
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Haſte, lovely Sis, haſte to Joy, „ 5 f 
The winged God begins to riſe; 


Catch, catch him, &er he mounts away; 


He's paft your Reich, if once he flies. 


To Mrs. BEH N, on her Poems. 
By the Same, 


Au. beautcous Prophetels, in whom 
W 2 ::3:3c3'-) ee 


Heaven's Maſter-piece of all your Sex i is ſhown... 


For wond'rous Skill it argues, wond'rous Care, ? 


Where two ſuch Stars in firm Conjunction are, 


Two Goddeſſes in your Compoſure join d, 


With how much Eaſe your manly Numbers flow, 


Soft as your. Lips, and even as your Brow; 
PR En oth ki an FIR Gentle 
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Gentle as Air, bright as Meridian Sky; STE BY 
Clear as your Skin; and ſparkling as your Eye! Une 


No tedious, barren Plain the View beguiles, : 
No craggy Precipice the Proſpect ſpoils. . 
Rapture and Charms Oer all the Soil appear, 

| You and Ru Verſe are 7 empe ev'ry where. - 


The Muſes, to our Sex perverſe and coy, 


Aſtræa, You familiarly enjoy; | = * 


| Their Glories hid from us You underſtand,” 1 ns 

And, what We court with Pain, with Eaſe command. 8 

To Us reſervd, to You they All diſplay - - 3 

Their charming Stores, and at your Mercy lay 3; v 

| You neer but like the Phoſphor draw a Line, , 

* And, ſoon as touch d, the beauteous Subjects ſhine- 4 

il The Female Lawrels were obſcur'd ill now, | 1 

* And they deſerve the Shades in which they grow. = 
But Daphne, at your Call, returns her flight, 
1 Looks boldly up, and darcs the God of pom 


* 


1 


e. 


If we Orindas Works with Yours compare, 
Uncouth, they like- their native Soil appear ; 
Mean as its Peaſants, as its Mountains bare. 


In Sappho's Strains, che Woman all appears, 
In borrow d Pride ſhe ruſſet Lawrels wears; 


With your own Hand you pluck. th immortal 
Leaves, 


And, for your Head, the Muſe 5 Chaplet weaves. 
If Love J the Theam, vou Ovid's Art excell, 


We catch the Paſſion which You ſt ing ſo well. 


Love's God himſelf no greater Skill imparts, 


Soft as his Plumes, and piercing as his Darts! 


Is Paſtoral your Song > You glad the Swains 
With livelier Notes, with ſpritelier Smiles the Plains. 
More gay ly thay the Spring you deck the Bowers, 


And breath new May oer all the Fields and Flow 's. 
If cer the Happy Golden Age return, 


And gain freſh Luſtre from its Iron Urn; 


The 
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was the common, This th 


4 


By her Applauſe 0 nobles: Bcing rais'd 3 


* 


Stampt ich her Name your Sterling Witis is 


= - 


her Valu ind Jour own, 


o * 


, at once, 
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